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Judith Lucy 

talks to Richard Watts 

In 2004 comedian 
Judith Lucy started 
work in the high- 
profile breakfast shift 
on Sydney radio station 
2DayFM. By the year's 
end she'd been demoted 
to drivetime and sent 
back to Melbourne. Six 
months later, she was 
sacked. Most people would 
probably try and put 
such a painful experience 
behind them, but not 
Judith. She's turned the 
whole affair into a comedy show, which 
suggests that she's either extremely 
resilient or one hell of a tough cookie. 

'Either that or I'm an idiot with no 
imagination,' she opines drolly, who 
always has to talk about the things that 
have happened to her, and, you know, 
considering my personal life has actually 
been going quite well for a change, it's 
just as well the career has fucked-up.' 

Even when she was in the thick of things 
in Sydney, Lucy says that she was already 
joking on-air about doing a show called 
I Failed! once she wrapped up her radio 
career. 'I'd already come up with that title 
before they'd even sacked me! Maybe I'm a 
little more psychic than I actually realised.' 

The Melbourne based comedian has been 
performing solidly since 1989, when she 
started her stand-up career at Le Joke. The 
following years saw her appearing in the cult 
ABC television series 'The Late Show', while 
more recently she graced cinema screens 




in the films Crackerjack and Bad Eggs. 

I Failed! is her first show at the Melbourne 
Comedy Festival since 2002. It had its 
world premiere (a concept that Lucy 
finds quite hilarious: 'It's not like I'm 
taking it to Egypt,' she laughs) at the 
Adelaide Fringe Festival earlier this year, 
and opens in Melbourne next week. 

'Basically the show is me talking about 
my 18 months on commercial radio. But 
it would also be fair to say I don't just 
talk about radio because if the show 
was just a whinge-fest for over an hour 
I don't think that would be incredibly 
entertaining for anyone,' she says wryly. 

Lucy is forthright in admitting that 
she may not have been the best person to 
do breakfast radio. 'By calling the show I 
Failed! I guess I'm taking a fair amount of 
responsibility for that,' she says, 'but what 
made me angry was when they moved us 
from Sydney breakfast to national drive, 
which was certainly rating a whole lot 
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I am not a 
comedy junkie! 

by Mel Campbell 
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very Comedy Festival I seem to 
see people I recognise. Opening 
f night, I'm in the Trades Hall 
bar. There's that cabaret critic. The 
comedian I've seen around since his 
Law Revue days. The guy who knows 
my housemate's ex-boyfriend. And the 
barman? Used to date one of my friends. 

But you won't see me schmoozing. 
You see, I am not a comedy groupie. 

You'll know comedy groupies when you 
see 'em. They aren't in a show, but they get 
into the Festival Club for free and start 
disgraceful dance floor pashing scenes. They 
laugh at in-jokes from three Festivals ago. 
And they've got the mobile number of that 
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HERE 2DAY, GONE TOMORROW 
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better, and then they sacked us. If they'd 
sacked us while we were doing breakfast, 
I actually would have understood.' 

Overall, Judith Lucy seems far from 
upset about the direction that her life has 
taken despite her very public sacking. 

'People kept telling me it was the jewel 
in the crown,' she quips about losing the 
high-profile position as a Sydney breakfast 
host. 'Not by the time I was finished with 
it; it was a fake old diamante in a party hat.' 



Editorial 



by Lefa Singleton 



Welcome to The Pun, an independent 
publication published weekly during the 
Melbourne International Comedy Festival. 
Unlike other street press, we don't offer 
reviews as part of an advertising package. 
We're tired of 'reviews' being thinly veiled 
press releases; currency exchanged for 
advertising dollars. We want you, the 
punter, to receive comprehensive, unbiased 
coverage of the festival. We're aiming to 
review every show - keep an eye out for 
the next two editions to see how we go! 

We hope you enjoy our coverage. Please 
feel free to visit our website http://www. 
thepun.com.au and leave us your feedback. 

Thanks to: 

Penny and Mel for encouraging me 
to make the idea a reality, my amazing 
co-editor and designer Tim Norton who 
has supported above and beyond the call 
of duty, the unstoppable Jane Watkins, 
unflappable Chloe Walker and every 
volunteer who has made the publication 
happen. And of course, Ma 'n Pa. 

Our collective thanks to the following: 

John and all at Arena Printing & 
Publishing (we owe you big time!), the 
Melbourne International Comedy Festival 
staff (particularly Gemma), Tatia & Mary, 
Michelle & Clea, all the festival publicists 
and producers and Kelly Fogarty Publicity. 
Above all, we thank every performer who 
has allowed us to review their show... and 
had the courage to get up there and dance 
like monkeys for our entertainment. 

Go You Big Red Fire Engine! 



Massive 
Act-Attacks 



by Stu Leader 




Once a year Melbourne is buzzing 
with Comedy Festival vibes. 
Artists from all over the world 
are shipped in for our entertainment, and 
scores of local performers take to the stages 
alongside them. From massive halls to tiny 
spaces in the back of obscure pubs, rooms 
all over the city have people crammed in 
waiting to laugh. Many people will have 
heard of some of this year's top international 
performers; Daniel Kitson, Ross Noble, and 
Rich Hall. But how about Christina Adams, 
Anthony Menchetti or Matt Elsbury? Not 
quite as familiar. These are just a few of 
the high-quality local performers who work 
hard to get the word out about their shows. 

With cash at the ready, large international 
(and Australian) acts are able to purchase 
advertising to make sure we all know what 
they are doing during the festival. Once 
you've seen the ad, your interest is more 
likely to be sparked and now you know 
about the show... you can be convinced 
to come along. For local acts the cost of 
most advertising is prohibitive, and the 
small space to let an audience know about 
your show in the festival guide is often not 
enough to get your message across. They are 
dwarfed by bigger budgets, paid publicists, 
better venues and name recognition. 



Audiences love a sure thing, and why not? 
Deciding what to spend your hard-earned 
money on is difficult, and you don't want to 
shell out only to be disappointed. It's also 
exciting when you have the opportunity to 
see someone rarely on our shores. When 
your favourite television star comes out once 
in a blue moon, you don't want to miss out. 
Unfortunately, choosing only to go along 
to big internationals means excellent local 
acts have theatres sitting only half full (or 
empty as it most likely feels to them). 

It doesn't have to be a choice though. 
Most shows during the festival only last 
an hour, leaving plenty of time to pop in 
a local act for double the laughs. With 
cheaper tickets than internationals, and the 
Melbourne International Comedy Festival 
making things easy by producing shows 
such as The Comedy Zone (where young 
local comics are selected by the festival 
and showcased as part of a small team of 
up-and-coming artists) and Moosehead 
shows (where performers are supported 
by the festival in their attempts to create a 
show that steps outside their comfort zone 
or takes on a new or different challenge), 
there are plenty of options that take the risk 
out of selecting how to spend your money. 
Audiences can check on performers who 



I AM NOT A COMEDY JUNKIE! 
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 1 

comedian you've only ever seen on TV. 

Frankly, I'm already favouring Trades. 
You don't have to pay or have special 
passes to get in. In fact, while famous 
and not-so-famous people were eyeing 
each other off at tonight's official opening 
party (complete with bouncer and 
door list), there's a great act on here. 

A bunch of ordinary punters put down 
their drinks and pick up black folders. 
They assemble at the front of the bar and 
lo! They're a rad singalong choir called 
the Butterfly Glee Club. (You can join 
by rocking up to the Butterfly Club 
at 6:30 on any given Wednesday.) 

And they're singing 'Mad World'. All 
around me are familiar faces, worn out 
places, worn out faces...' I can't help 
smiling. Couldn't be more appropriate. 

Comedy Festival certainly is 
a mad world. And I'll be about — 
keeping an eye on the lunatics. 

In this regular column, Mel Campbell 
will be covering the 2006 Melbourne 
International Comedy Festival's hidden side. 



have been nominated for local awards or 
ask at the festival booth out front of the 
Melbourne Town Hall for some good advice. 

There is a great tradition in the festival 
where at the end of a show the performer will 
recommend some other shows you should get 
out and see. While it seems to have dropped 
off in the last few years, you will still find 
plenty of people doing it. It's testament to 
the idea that artists don't see each other as 
competition — they don't just want to see 
their own show do well, they want to see the 
shows of their fellow comics, people they 
have often performed alongside for years, do 
well. The festival is a chance to take a risk on 
shows we might not have at the top of our 
list, to participate in a vibrant festival which 
has open participation — anyone with a big 
idea and a room to show it in can be a part. 

As an audience we only have ourselves to 
blame if we don't look for the little known or 
smaller shows, which may offer something a 
tad different to the rest or fit a niche interest 
we have. Fostering these performers helps 
to diversify our choices, open doors for new 
talent to get bigger and better and ensures 
that comics will keep getting up there 
on stages for us. Every big act was once a 
small one that struggled for an audience. 




Don 
Pas quale 



talks to Chloe Walker 




Michael Camilleri made his 
directorial debut during the 
L'Oreal Melbourne Fashion 
Festival a few years ago with 'a weird, arty 
performance, art fashion parade at a strip 
club in Brunswick.' This year, the two-time 
Melbourne Fringe Festival award winner 
has turned his hand to opera with an absurd 
update of Donizetti's Don Pasquale. The 
show has been nominated for three Green 
Room Awards (for Best Director, Best 
Production and Best Conductor), which is 
interesting considering that Camilleri has 
never worked in opera before. 'They wanted 
someone to spice things up and I jumped at 
the chance,' he says. 'It's not like someone 
asks you to direct an opera everyday.' 

The show centres on themes of trickery, 
marriage and generational warfare and is 
populated by characters like '80s street 
kids and Rotary Club members. With 
mismatched sets and costumes and 
ridiculous props, the younger characters 
take the piss out of futile attempts to stage 
a grand opera. Camelleri says he found 
working with singers a great learning 



experience. 'A lot of opera staging is very 
old-fashioned,' he says. 'Working with 
singers who are used to a more traditional 
way of making theatre was a real challenge.' 
So was working with a Musical Director. 
'Luckily, Chris van Tiunen has been really 
great and patient with the fact that I don't 
know anything about opera or music!' 

Camilleri hopes that the humorous and 
shambolic interpretation of Don Pasquale 
will make the music accessible to a wide 
audience. 'The music's still very beautiful, we 
just take the piss out of the presentation of 
it. It blows a bit of that pretentious bullshit 
out of the water.' As someone who finds a lot 
of traditional opera 'really boring', Camilleri 
takes much of his inspiration for Don 
Pasquale from comedy. A favourite from last 
year's Comedy Festival was Wild Duck by 
Aussie boys Derek Ives and Asher Treleaven. 
The highlight was a ten minute fight between 
the actors and the audience throwing soft 
toys at each other. 'We were pelting them 
with fluffy toys and it was great! We do 
a bit of a homage to that in the opera.' 



HEY, I 
KNOW 
THAT GUY! 

by Tim Norton 

you know you've seen that comic before 
somewhere, but where? Was it on TV, 
in a Kellog's ad or down at your local 
supermarket? The Pun reveals all... 
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You may know his voice from triple j, or 
you've seen him on 'The Glass house', 
but Justin Hamilton is a hard-working 
comedian, and it's clearly more than a job 
to this talented man from South Australia. 
From his early days in a duo act called the 
'Bunta Boys' in Adelaide's close-knit comedy 
world, Justin Hamilton has learned the ups 
and downs of the trade, eventually honing 
his skills to the self-sustaining position of 
full-time comic. It's a luxury that Hamilton 
finds weird within the Australian scene; 
every UK comic he speaks to is amazed 
that Aussie comedians have to hold down 
a second job to pay the rent. Ours is not a 
large industry, and Hamilton is very happy 
that he has managed to make it pay without 
the need to take on roles that would take 
his focus away from being paid to be funny. 

Without a doubt, Hamilton's passion 
for comedy comes from the people around 
him. He is quick to reference the influences, 
peers and colleagues that are so important 
to him, for both social and working 
relationships. Wil Anderson, Tom Gleeson 
and Lehmo are just a few of the fellow 
comics he lists as integral to the development 
of his skills, and it is this community 
that drives his continued involvement in 



comedy as a whole. Incredibly generous to 
others in the industry, from young writers 
to up-and-coming comedians, Hamilton 
is keen to respect and foster the need for 
shared support in a struggling craft. 

With his roots firmly placed in Adelaide, 
Hamilton started off on an ambitious project, 
directing the inaugural Adelaide Comedy 
Festival. The festival was a success on many 
levels, but Hamilton is not sure about its 
direction after many setbacks, including 
one comic who slept through a 6:15pm 
set. Whilst he can't say what will happen 
to the festival in the future, it is clear that 
he is happy to settle in Melbourne for a 
while, with a few trips home to see Mum. 

Leaving triple j behind for the permanent 
stand-up role seems to have cheered 
Hamilton's spirits to biblical proportions. 
He now has his sights set on bigger and 
better things, including a children's book 
and a truly inspiring idea for the 2007 
Melbourne International Comedy Festival 
that, if it works, will be groundbreaking. 
If not, we just might see the back of 
Hamilton as he scuttles off back to 
Adelaide for the last time, and that would 
definitely be a shame for the rest of us. 



Home 
Grown 

by Lefa Singleton 

This week: 
Courteney Hocking's 
Foolish Ideas and Crackpot 
Inventions Show 




Courteney Hocking fell in love 
with a boy who was an inventor. 
What's a girl to do? Apparently 
read up on all things inventor-ish and 
make a comedy festival show all about it. 

Hocking was a Victorian Raw Comedy 
Finalist in 2001, part of Comedy Zone in 
2002 and performed her first solo show at 
Melbourne Fringe Festival 2005. When she 
set out to write her first hour long solo show, 
Hocking had clear aims in mind. 'I wanted 
to create a show that had a really strong 
structure, an involving story that held the 
show together.' While stringing together an 
hour's worth of jokes can be difficult, it's just 
as hard to weave a story, impart information 
and keep your audience laughing all the way. 
"Those are the shows I like, and I wanted to 
get the audience involved in a narrative.' 

Directed by Lawrence Leung (2001 
Melbourne Fringe Festival best solo-show 
award winner), the show is an exploration 
of the crazy inventions people come up 
with. C I learnt so much doing this show. 
Everything we have, everything that has 
been made around us has been invented 
by someone,' explains Hocking. But for 
every good idea there are ample strange 



ones, which give her plenty to explore and 
share with her audience. Leung's direction, 
along with the odd piece of advice from 
fellow comics and family members, have 
helped Hocking to create a show that she is 
looking forward to continuing to perform 
as the festival unfolds. 'There is always room 
for improvement when you have a month 
long season. I can go out every night and 
look for ways to make it better.' Where 
once she was protective of her work, now 
she is open to the advice. 'After taking a 
break from performing for a while, I'm 
more objective, more able to hear opinions 
on what I could do to improve the show.' 
The break, a short stint off-stage, gave 
Hocking the perspective she needed to get 
back into writing and performing. 'I knew 
this was what I really wanted to be doing.' 
Presenting a radio show with Leung and 
Andrew McClelland, getting back into 
stand-up and now Melbourne International 
Comedy Festival has been a welcome return 
to performing. With a strong opening 
weekend behind her already, it's shaping up 
to be a great season for Hocking. The show 
has had great crowds, is being received well 
by audiences, and things can only get better. 
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BIG NAME S 



we know, we know. You want to see the big name acts. Well, here's your quick round- 
up on what's hot and what's not on the international, local and 'other' scenes. 



Adam Hills 

Good if: you're after a hearty laugh 

Bad if: you get off on seeing a comedian tear holes 

in his audience and the world 


Judith Lucy 

Good if: you want to see an amazingly talented 
woman tell the story of a fall from the top 
Bad if: biting, satirical women intimidate you 


Arj Barker 

Good if: you want a good, solid, International 

comedy act 

Bad if: you're tired of typical American humour 


Lano & Woodley 

Good if: you used to be a fan of Jerry Lewis and 

Dean Martin 

Bad if: you don't want them to go - last show, ever 


Daniel Kitson 

Good if: you share his view that the rest of the 
world is infuriatingly annoying 
Bad if: you're a cunt 


Mark Watson 

Good if: you like debute performances from up and 

coming UK acts 

Bad if: you have a terminal disease 


Dave Hughes 

Good if: Hughesy already floats your boat 

Bad if: you're not into that whole Aussie larrikin' 

thing 


Pauly Shore 

Good if: you can recite the words perfectly to 

Encino Man 

Bad if: you want to pay just to hear The Weasel 


Danny Bhoy 

Good if: you're female and into hot, funny men 
Bad if: you're male, on a first date with a female 


Phil Kay 

Good if: you want to take your kids to enjoy the 

festival too 

Bad if: you don't have any kids to drag along 


Demetri Martin 

Good if: you're down with New York humour with 

a surreal twist 

Bad if: you're after straight 'blokey' stand-up 


Rain Pryor 

Good if: you like something a little more theatrical 
Bad if: you wanted to see her father, Richard Pryor 


Dylan Moran 

Good if: an abusive Irishman hits your good spot 
Bad if: you wanted to see Black Books Live 


Rich Hall & Mike Wilmot 
Good if: you're a sadist 
Bad if: you're easily offended 


Freestyle Love Supreme 

Good if: you're in the mood for madcap physical 

comedy 

Bad if: you prefer your stand-up straight 


Rod Quantock 

Good if: you're down with intelligent, informed 

comedy 

Bad if: your idea of politics is Fitzroy vs. Essendon 


The Glass House 

Good if: you want to be on the ABC 

Bad if: you think you're leaving your TV for a night 

out 


Ross Noble 

Good if: you want to take the whole family to a 

solid, well rehearsed spectacular 

Bad if: you're after an intimate, cosy stand-up gig 


Glenn Wool 

Good if: moody Canadians are your thing 
Bad if: you still can't tell the difference between 
them and 'other Americans' 


Scared Weird Little Guys 

Good if: you like your comedy served with a side 

of music 

Bad if: you wish it was either music OR comedy 


Greg Fleet 

Good if: you want the best that home grown talent 

has to offer 

Bad if: sorry, we can't think of one 


Stephen K Amos 

Good if: a solid UK act commenting on the rest of 

the world appeals to you 

Bad if: you're tired of the influx of UK comedians 


Jason Byrne 

Good if: you crave totally crazy, fast paced Irish 

comedy 

Bad if: you have a heart condition 


Tripod 

Good if: you like goofy music that makes you giggle 
Bad if: you've just got the hots for Gatesy (bad for 
you, that is) 


Jimeon 

Good if: you're a long-time fan 
Bad if: you're sick of the schtick 


Umbilical Brothers 

Good if: physical comedy and clowning are a good 

night out for you 

Bad if: you're tired of noises made on a microphone 


Joan Rivers 

Good if: you're up for seeing an icon 
Bad if: you're after something different 


Wil Anderson 

Good if: you've been missing him since the 
Breakfast Show on Triple J went off air 
Bad if: you're glad he went off air 
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Russell McGilton 



If you haven't seen the flyer of my show 
Bombay to Beijing by Bicycle yet, it is 
gratuitous to say the least. On the front 
of the flyer is a photo of myself cycling 
naked (tasteful bumshot) in the vast and 
beautiful valley of the Himalayas. 

Most ask, when I hand it 
out, 'Is that your bum?' 

'Yes, I say. Come to its opening.' Guffaw 
and oh, ha ha. Some, like the flyers 
distributors for I Heart Racism, threw 
the flyer to the ground and stomped on it 
(Guys, it's not a flamenco show!). So much 
for the comrade of other artists. Cheers. 

Every night the show has almost sold out 
and for a one-hundred seater venue at 45 
Downstairs. That's not bad. But with that 
comes body heat, and I get so sweaty on 
stage jumping between over 20 characters 
that I become a proverbial waterfall. 

Another thing is having friends in the 
audience. There is a scene in the show 
where a monkey, after humping my head, 
jumps off and completes its climax into 
the audience. I decided to pick on a friend 
of mine, Graeme, in the front row. As the 
monkey, I humped him vigorously like 
he were an old car tyre, his seat creaking 
with the violence of my thrusts. But rather 
than recoil with horror, Graeme decided to 
wrap his arms around my gyrating bum to 
keep me there. ..for some time. It was only 
when I bit him that he let me go. Friends! 

Ah, and only 16 more sweaty shows to 
go and hopefully no more flyer flamenco. 
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Sitdown not Standup 




the comedy festival is full of performances that don't quite 
fit the bill of standup. Here, we pay tribute to those acts. 



by Mel Campbell 



I know a lot about hip hop. How 
many licks it takes 'til you get to 
the centre. The right moments 
to drop it like it's hot. And how do I 
know? Because the crowd went, 'Ho!' 

But according to Canadian hip hop 
posse the Grafenberg All-Stars, I have 
much to learn. And in Hip Hop 4 
Dummeez, Vowel Movement (Eli Batalion) 
and Bushman (Kevin Gillese) plan to 
get their teach on. 'We like to call it 
edu-tainment,' says Vowel Movement. 

'Everybody out there has got hip hop in 
their blood,' adds Bushman. 'There's type B 
For Real. A-Yo is another type. O-Yeah...' 

The two met on the picturesque 
Appalachian campus of Hip Hop 
University, where Vowel Movement 
graduated in Yo Mama Studies. After 
receiving an honorary degree in Street Cred, 
Bushman got his PhD in 'Whassup?' 

Since debuting Hip Hop 4 Dummeez 
at the 2004 Montreal Just For Laughs 
Comedy Festival, they've been showing non- 
aficionados how hip hop can advance careers 



and improve lovemaking skills. Through 
the magic of PowerPoint, they outline five 
techniques that audiences 'can sprinkle 
around in their day, much like paprika.' 

And it's done as only Canadians can. 

'We were trying to bring "Ehh, yo!" 
back in, but sometimes we'll say, "Yo, 
ehhh?"' explains Vowel Movement. 

I'm surprised to learn the Canadian Arctic 
Coast's pivotal role in hip hop culture, from 
furry parkas to the Snowshoe Posse. Then 
there's the North Coast/South Coast beef. 

'There have been a lot of bloody 
battles fought,' admits Vowel Movement, 
'usually at the midway point, which 
I believe is Des Moines, Iowa.' 

There will be audience participation — 
but nothing too scary. It's all about 
guiding people to 'the land of milk 
and honeys,' Bushman assures me. 

'If they have any fears of being 
humiliated, we'll be in latex suits,' 
Vowel Movement chimes in. 

So after seeing their show, can even 
the most wiggity-wack person become a 



rapper? Absolutely, says Vowel Movement. 
'Although if they are going to drop mad 
rhymes, they should be very careful of their 
particular municipality's littering laws.' 



The Grafenberg All-Stars are named 
after the doctor who discovered the G- 
spot. So what do Vowel Movement and 
Bushman think about Melbourne girls? 

'We spent some time in Sydney, and we 
thought the ladies there were all right, but 
the girls here have got way more style,' says 
Bushman. T don't know if I'd call them 
bootylicious, but I'd definitely say they're 

fly' 

Asked if they can use the word 
'Beyonce' in a sentence, Bushman replies, 
'Absolutely. I'd actually like to Beyonce 
a few girls after the show, if they're 
interested.' 

T wouldn't stay up Beyonce ten o'clock,' 
says Vowel Movement. 



Doin' it 
for the 
Kids 

by Jane Watkins 



you've got kids, and rather than dump 
them with Grandma, you'd really like to 
take them out to a show. But how do you 
gauge what is kid-friendly? In this column, 
we interview performers that are all about 
kids, teenagers and growing up. 

This week: Penny Tangey 




According to Penny Tangey, the 
title Kathy Smith Goes to Maths Camp 
is 'a pretty accurate description' of her 
show. In it, Penny plays Kathy Smith, a 
15 -year-old science and maths enthusiast. 
'A lot of the kids at Kathy 's school don't 
like maths and science,' explains Penny. 
'Being at maths camp is the first time 
that she has been in the majority.' The 
show is about being a teenager, about 
the excitement of 'first times' and the 
burden of 'insecurities'. 'At camp, Kathy 
is excited to find some kids who are 
as interested in maths as she is,' says 
Penny. 'The excitement builds up to 
a big finale: the camp party, where 
romance is second only to maths.' 

Like Penny when she was a teenager, 
'Kathy worries about if she is stupid and 
criticises others for being stupid. The very 
exaggerated nerdiness of the character isn't 
a reflection of all 15-year-olds, more of 
how I feel and how I see other people act.' 

The way Kathy looks isn't necessarily a 
reflection of 15-year-olds either. T don't 
naturally look like one. I've changed the way 
I dress, but I doubt anyone would mistake 
me for a 15-year-old. Although,' Penny 
laughs, 'after one show, I did hear a woman 



ask if I was actually from maths camp.' 

Penny claims that at 15 she wasn't 
particularly funny. T was morbid — 
obsessed with death and watching The 
Dead Poets Society.' But Penny does 
admit that she was 'ok at maths'. 

Nowadays, at least, Penny is more than 
ok at both maths and comedy. She has a 
double Arts/Science degree, majoring in 
Chemistry with a minor in Maths, and 
maths and science references can be found 
throughout Kathy Smith Goes to Maths 
Camp. Some that Penny expects 'only 
two people a night will understand.' 

'But maths is really only a vehicle for the 
story,' says Penny who understands that 
'some people find maths a little scary.' She 
admits that when she makes maths and 
science references on stage, she is 'often 
afraid someone in the audience will say 
"You can't do that!" or "It's wrong!"' 

This year Penny Tangey won a Moosehead 
Award, which she explains is 'more of a 
grant than an award. They are presented 
for an idea and make it easier to put on 
your show.' For Penny, 'it's reassuring to 
know that someone thinks you've got a 
good idea and a show worth doing.' 



Ladies 
Corner 

by Kirsten Law 




When comedian Cal Wilson moved 
to Melbourne the thing that 
struck her about the city was not 
the erratic weather or the abundance of black 
clothing, but rather, our peculiar fondness 
for Australian Rules football. 'The thing I 
found really funny when I first got here is 
that everyone said, "Oh you've got to choose 
a team,"' the Melbourne International 
Comedy Festival veteran tells. 'Even if you 
don't really like footy, you've still got a 
team you barrack for 'cause it saves time.' 

Two years later, the New Zealand-grown 
TV regular found she had 'kind of gone 
mental' for the game and now brings 
us Up There Cal Wilson, a stand-up 
extravaganza which takes the audience 
through the ins and outs of selecting a side. 

In a town where most people, if they 
aren't born into barracking for a particular 
team, have most certainly chosen one to 
shackle their hopes to by the end of primary 
school, AFL proselyte Wilson feels rather 
like 'the new girlfriend of an older guy that 
everyone else has known for years. They've 
got all these stories about him and you're 
like "Oh, I didn't know you'd been married 
before!"' she laughs. 'You guys know it all. 

Up There is an outsider's look at Aussie 



Rules for those who love and those who 
love to hate the game. Wilson performs an 
on-stage assessment of each of the teams 
that finished in 2005's Top 8 (in light of 
their uniforms, anthems, key players and 
coaches), and looks closely at just what 
it means to support a particular club. 

Following numerous conversations with 
a variety of footy nuts, Wilson is convinced 
that the culture is so deep-seated in the 
Melburnian mindset that football fans 'get 
their identity from it. People judge people 
on their teams,' she says. 'It's like another 
horoscope. It's like "Oh, you're a Scorpio, 
or, oh, you support Collingwood."' 

Audience interaction is a favourite pastime 
for Wilson, but is she worried about being 
hassled when she finally reveals her side? 
Passionate fans can be mighty touchy. 'I'm 
expecting I may get a few murmurs of "You 
can't say that!" But people just seem to love 
talking about footy and being hassled about 
footy and hassling other people about footy, 
so I think that even if you don't like what 
I'm saying about your team, you're gonna 
love what I'm saying about everyone else's!' 
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From the moment he comes out 
from behind the curtain, Hills chats 
to his audience in his eminently 
likeable, cheeky and affable manner. 
He has the ability to put an audience 
instantly at ease, even when teasing 
them, creating the mood of friendly 
Sunday arvo drinks rather than 
audience/performer dynamic. 

After recently becoming a godfather 
(less in the Brando way, more in the 
Jesus way), Hills wonders how he can 
teach his new godson to have good 
character. Increasingly, we seek to 
botox away natural lines, homogenise 
ourselves and the environment around 
us, and lose the things that are unique, 
interesting and character-filled. While 
he laments this loss, he also provides 
an insight on the people he feels taught 
him good character and how we 
should all seek to find and value spirit, 
moral fibre and character around us. 

Hills, unlike many other comedians, 
doesn't come across as the goofy class 
clown or bitter satirist. He's just that 
genuine, entertaining guy who is 
able to create humor without putting 
anyone else down. His reflections on 
our modern world are not filled with 
cynicism but an enthusiasm for fun 
and a boldfaced optimism. Not always 
squeaky clean, yet somehow still able 
to get away with being rude and not 
crass, Hills achieves a fine balancing 
act. It's a genuine tummy-drumming 
show which leaves the audience 
satisfied and positively upbeat. 

* For those who are deaf or hearing 
impaired, Hills provides an Auslan 
interpreter for the show each Sunday night. 



I Know You Are But What Am I 
is McKenzie's first solo effort, and a 
cracking good premise for a show. 
A local comic who has performed at 
both the Melbourne International 
Comedy Festival and Melbourne Fringe 
Festival, McKenzie has an instinct for 
what will work in the demanding and 
competitive festival environment. 

After coming to the realisation that 
every single thing, large or small, that 
he has done in his life has bought 
him to this point, McKenzie wonders 
what has happened to all the other 
kids he started out fresh-faced with 
at primary school. Attempting to 
locate every person in his prep class 
photo, he endeavors to find out. Armed 
with the photo, McKenzie tries every 
trick in the book to locate people for 
whom he only has a name and an idea 
of their former suburb. From private 
investigators to mysterious emails, 
McKenzie drags us along with him to 
discover who he did and didn't discover. 

While this was a preview and requires 
some polishing, it is obvious that once 
McKenzie settles in to the rhythm of his 
show this will be a solid and entertaining 
performance. There is a good story 
here to match the great premise. At 
times it feels as if he is repeating his 
enthusiasm for the journey a little 
much, rather than sharing the humor 
of the challenge, but that eagerness 
adds to his energised performance 
and genuine joy to be sharing what 
was clearly a fun adventure to have. 



Lefa Singleton 



Lefa Singleton 



Hailing from Hobart, former 
biologist and current host of the 
ABC TV show 'Collectors', Andy 
Muirhead brings his first solo stand-up 
show to this year's Comedy Festival. 
A warm-hearted and good-natured 
exploration of the difference between 
the way we see ourselves and the way 
the world sees us, the show was created 
after a reviewer trashed 'Collectors', 
but described Andy as "perky". 

His show is located in The Wee 
Room, the smallest venue in the 
Melbourne Town Hall, but Muirhead 
makes the most of the tiny space. 
Audience participation occurs but don't 
be afraid to get the best leg room by 
sitting up the front. Andy Muirhead 
is not the sort of comedian who'll 
intimidate his audience. Like Danny 
Bhoy, he'll charm them instead. 

Much of the humour is self-referential 
and Muirhead taps into his experiences 
as a TV host newcomer to good effect. 
From being embarrassed by questionable 
fan mail and hip-hugging nannas to 
attending the Logies, his conversational 
delivery easily fills the 50-minute slot. 

Muirhead s a likeable comedian who 
develops a playful rapport with the 
audience, particularly when examining 
the awkwardness of his first sexual 
encounter, made even more painful by 
his struggle with dyslexia. At times it 
felt like he was still working through 
elements of his routine but the laughs 
still flowed. His subject matter doesn't 
necessarily challenge but the humour 
is quirky, genuine and personable. 

Andy Muirhead is... Perky. And 
really, that's a good thing to see. 

Rachel Howlett 



So, he was an hour late. So, that 
meant standing in line for an hour and 
a half. So, it wasn't his fault — other 
acts had run overtime. So, I began to 
sober up. So, by the time the show 
was over I was slipping towards a 
hangover. So, the Capitol Theatre is a 
venue that's too large and impersonal. 
But I don't blame you, Arj. 

The constant tourer and regular 
visitor to wherever-the-bloody-hell-we- 
are, Arj Barker has built up a strong 
local following through appearances 
at festivals and stints on Foxtel's The 
Comedy Channel. That of course 
equates to bigger demand, and the need 
for the jagged-roofed long room, where 
everyone at the back has to squint a bit. 

That said, Arj is as funny as hell 
and kept the jokes flowing strong and 
fast. He's a polished performer and 
the material scored well on the local 
content meter. It's always interesting 
to hear what outsiders think of little ol' 
us (apparently we're laid-back), and our 
slightly aggressive tourism advertising 
rates a mention (I'm waiting with bated 
breath to see who has the wherewithal 
to tackle the wacky events at Cro nulla). 

A straight stand-up show might get 
a little lost in such a large venue, but 
spending time with Arj is something 
that many in Melbourne will be lining 
up to do in the next few weeks. 



Opening night is tough, especially 
after a couple of very patchy support 
acts, so Barb Joseph had some work 
ahead of her when she hit the stage 
wearing a burka. Barb owns the stage, 
not afraid of the mic or the audience, 
which sure helped carry the show. 

The difference between the sexes 
is nothing new to stand-up, so the 
cultural differences of a Kiwi woman 
and an Egyptian man promised fresh 
material. She also had some great gags 
about bacon and Arab men's sexual 
preferences. What the show lacked, 
however, was structure. The title So I 
Married an Arab suggests a unifying 
theme, which wasn't there. The well- 
observed jokes about her dealings 
with in-laws of a completely different 
cultural and religious background 
were the strength of the show. 

Unfortunately, this was mixed 
with generic material about marriage 
that could have been slotted into any 
stand-up set. Judging from opening 
night, Barb gained confidence from 
her more personal material, which was 
also her funniest. There were some very 
funny passages and sharp one-liners, 
which highlighted a well of possible 
material from which she was drawing. 

Throughout the festival this show 
will only get stronger, making it a great 
gig to catch while it is still in a pub. 



Alex Murray 



Trav Purton 



Take three guys, a guitar and a 
piano, and you have a pretty standard 
formula for a cabaret show. But let 
me assure you — you've never seen 
anything like this before! It's vulgar, 
it's sinister, it's hilarious, and it's the 
perfect late night cult show to catch 
at this year's Comedy Festival. 

The Beautiful Losers is the depraved 
and disturbing creation of Mark Jones, 
Adam Murphy and Karlis Zaid, who all 
share an impressive musical talent and 
a perverse sense of humour. A series of 
twisted and darkly humorous characters 
sing songs of lust, violence, murder, and 
masturbation. And they throw pillows. 

The selection of music is eclectic 
and the arrangements are as clever and 
elegant as the subject matter is unsettling 
funny! I particularly enjoyed the actual 
structure of the show: mood changes, 
different styles of music and humour, 
and comic timing were well-paced and 
adroitly managed. I suspect not everyone 
appreciated the Shakespearean opening: 
certainly, I found some of the group 
speaking moments frustrating because 
I didn't want to miss a single word. 

Oh, how I do enjoy an acoustic 
show with live music and sensational 
harmonies. It is an interesting fact 
that profanity is much funnier 
in three-part harmony! 

As their 2005 Fringe award attests, 
this is cabaret at its gruesome and 
ghoulish best: the black humour 
is delicious, the music is excellent, 
these three gentlemen will disturb 
the hell out of you... and you're 
going to love them for it! 



Kim Edwards 
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Who doesn't love a show all 
about having twins? Possibly people 
who don't actually have them. 

Fortunately, this doesn't seem 
to be a problem for Ben Payne, 
though — who on the night I saw this 
show had somehow managed to fill 
his room with every parent of twins 
in the state. And they lapped up every 
insightful word he had on the topic. 

Payne's focus ranges from jokes about 
explaining sex to children, to having 
a vasectomy, to living in Tasmania, 
with observations about having twins 
liberally dispersed throughout. This is as 
far as his focus does range, though, and 
you leave feeling that you forgot to do 
something rather more important. That's 
not to say that it isn't funny at times, 
but it is a little limited in its appeal. 

As the Raw Comedy winner in 
1999, Ben Payne must have been an 
interesting young man. He's affable 
and boy next-door-ish, and I imagine 
in a short format stand-up show he'd 
probably do quite well. Here, though, 
a lot of the jokes are stretched out and 
don't go far beyond 'What are the 
differences between men and women?' 

If you do happen to have twins, I 
recommend this show. You'll identify 
£ with the humour and find the stories 
S well within the reach of what must be 
^ exhausted heads. If you don't, go along 
^ for the moment when the audience 
§ is asked if anyone there tonight has 
<u twins and you're suddenly surrounded 
P by a forest of raised arms — that 
moment had me laughing out loud. 




* 



Andrew Garrick 



^nBurgfi j est 

A sign outside the theatre warned 
of 'nudity and gunshot effects' in the 
show, which are always good things. 
Unfortunately the sign was for another 
show, but what the Best of the Edinburgh 
Fest lacked in bare bums or shoot-outs 
it made for with energy and laughs. 

Beer in hand, British comic Gordon 
Southern got the evening started with 
his laddish, relaxed humour, delivering 
anecdotes about PlayStation widows 
and getting mugged in Brixton. With 
his easy flow and spontaneous delivery, 
Southern has you feeling like you're 
hanging out at the pub with mates, 
waiting for another beer and another 
tall story. Rhod Gilbert speaks in a 
rapid lilting rasp, like a young Tom 
Waits on speed, and his energy is 
infectious. He moves between obviously 
rehearsed material — Welsh weather 
and the differences between men and 
women — and more spontaneous stuff 
about the myth of box jellyfish and the 
horrors of touring. It's not a perfect 
mix, but the end result is terrific. 

Canadian duo The Doo Wops 
perform songs in a manic piss-taking 
style that is weirdly plastic and 
very funny. In fact, their delivery is 
funnier than their material — songs 
like 'Tourette's Syndrome Blues' and 
'Please Don't Put Your Penis in a Jar of 
Peanut Butter' that don't quite measure 
up to their potential (Although, they 
get points for 'Asshole Haircut' — 
fauxhawks are evil.). You laugh anyway 
but end up wishing for more. 

Three acts, 90 minutes, a variety 
of accents and some very funny 
stuff. Who could ask for more? 



Patrick O'Duffy 



<Big Lau0d Out 



The Big Laugh Out is a free sampler 
of various acts from the Comedy 
Festival, hosted by a mildly amusing 
Justin Hamilton. It's usually held in 
Federation Square, but in case of rain 
will be relocated to BMW Edge. The 
comics may change from night to night. 

On Friday 14, the opening act was 
a very family-oriented number by the 
The 4 Noels. Their set was not so much 
a comedy performance as an exercise 
in audience involvement, entitled 
'Karajoke' (Kids from the audience read 
out donated material from other festival 
performers.), which was more fun than 
funny. The other acts spanned a range of 
styles — conventional stand-up (modified 
for a younger audience) from David 
O'Doherty, and the standout of the 
evening, an excruciating performance 
by the cheerful and double-jointed 
Captain Frodo, who squeezed his entire 
body through a pair of tennis racquets. 
At intervals he grinned puckishly and 
tossed handfuls of confetti into the 
air as an applause cue — 'I'm all right! 
Nothing is broken! You can unclench!' 

Overall, the show's humour value 
is mixed. Its obvious problem is the 
wide demographic it must cover. It 
is a family event, with most of the 
comics catering to the children in 
the audience, but clearly several of 
them must limit themselves in order 
to keep the material G rated. 

Still, it's a generous offering from 
the comedians involved, and the kids 
should appreciate it. Just remember 
to seat them up the front. They might 
even get to have a shot at Karajoke! 



Miriam Reynoldson 
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A sell-out success at the 2005 
Melbourne Fringe Festival, Bombay to 
Beijing by Bicycle is a hyper-energetic 
one-man show written and performed 
by actor and writer Russell McGilton. 
Based on his own experience cycling 
from Bombay to Beijing, McGilton's 
sensitive writing, strong characterisation 
and brilliant use of physical comedy 
make for a great hour of comedic 
theatre. McGilton's writing highlights 
the tension between our idealised version 
of India as a spiritual destination and 
the malodorous reality of crowds, illness, 
exhaustion and diarrhoea. The script is 
insightful, avoids cultural stereotypes 
and demonstrates McGilton's love of the 
complexities and contradictions of India. 

The show really starts to gel when 
McGilton morphs into highly nuanced 
and hyper-physical characters such as 
the Indian doctor congratulating him on 
'having the malaria', the colonial officer 
representing his subconscious and the 
town mayor who espouses the virtues 
of drinking one's own urine. While it 
might look manic, every movement is 
polished and McGilton's proficiency in 
mime and physical theatre is evident. 
The malaria cabaret performed by 
mosquitoes is particularly funny, while 
the blokey reverberations of McGilton's 
late father are subtle and poignant. 

Articulation was a slight problem as 
McGilton raced through his material 
at such a frenetic pace that some words 
were lost. A small amount of script 
editing would allow the text to match 
the energy of the performance. The 
focus on toilet humour could also be 
condensed. McGilton's engaging and 
dynamic performance shines under the 
tight direction of Kimberley Grigg- 
Pierzchalski. Well worth seeing. 

Kylie Trounson 



Imagine 'Australian Idol' without 
the God-awful ballads, without Guy 
Sebastian, and without the clothes. 
Sounds better already, doesn't it? 
In Burlesque Idol, three Melbourne 
burlesque troupes — Baby, Take a Bow!, 
Hi-Ball burlesque and Man's Ruin — 
compete for glory in three bawdy, tassel- 
twirling rounds. The promo claims that 
'It's not about the talent...', but dammit, 
these girls have talent to spare. They 
can really dance (and take their clothes 
off at the same time!). Baby, Take a 



Bow and Hi-Ball stuck to traditional 
burlesque numbers, including 'Hey, Big 
Spender' and the cancan, whilst Man's 
Ruin's nouveau-Burlesque finale featured 
four scantily clad cheerleaders and four 
plastic hotdogs. Appropriately, the final 
round of competition was fought in a 
wading pool, in what host Ged Cogley 
described as, 'One of the most erotically 
charged, whipped cream and watermelon 
wrestling matches I've seen this week.' 

Burlesque Idol started quite slowly, 
despite the host's valiant and often 
hilarious attempts to maintain 
momentum. But judges, James 'Man 
Bites God' Hazelden and cabaret 
veteran Miss Josephine, provided 
plenty of laughs in the form of helpful 
feedback after each performance. And 
in a show like this, there's plenty of 
material for incisive commentary. 

Boys, take your girlfriend to Burlesque 
Idol — because if she's anything like 
me, she'll love it. And she might just 
get inspired to learn the tassel-twirling 
trick, like the girls I saw practising 
in the bathroom after the show. 

Lucy Modra 
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As the lyrics of the classic ABBA song 
played — 'Ring, ring, why don't you give 
me a call' — we were officially introduced 
to the Call Girls, known to their family 
and friends as Janelle and Vanessa. We 
were thrust into a world where the topic 
of gossip was the last male we wished 
to have a sexual rendezvous with. 

Not only were we entertained with 
the unorthodox topics that are on 
every female's mind, but with all 
the things that we wish to say about 
those fondly-thought-of calls from 
the ABC telemarketing company 
who wish to know just how your 
husband came to his untimely death 
within 24 hours of its occurrence. 

Their short but sweet theatrical 
performance, definitely for the ladies, 
hones in on all the things that we 
are thinking, but would never dare 
to say. It takes phrases like 'Oh Mah 
Gawd!' and 'Seriously babe, he's so 
not good enough for you' to new, 
hilarious levels. And what would it 
be without that hysterical, typically 
'clueless', totally exaggerated tone? 

So always remember that no matter 
how rich, good looking or fantastically 
wonderful you think a guy is, 'Darling! 
You can just do soooooooo much better!' 
For all ladies out there: if crash diets, 
long gossip sessions, "hot or not" males 
of the moment and all those hilariously 
embarrassing moments only worthy of 
your very close female friends take your 
fancy, this could be the show for you. 



* 



Jo Pennicott 



Christina Vavis 
The Secret Viaries of 
Unnamed Jraser 



Christina Davis presents a show in 
which her life is replayed through the 
diaries she has keep since early teenage 
years. Having adoptive parents, moving 
to France to perform, being exposed to 
all on reality television and suffering the 
same 'What am I doing with my life?' 
experiences that many people relate 
to: there is fantastic material here. 

While the show starts well and Davis 
shows some genuine comedic ability, it 



seems that she is too nervous to capitalise 
on those moments in which the audience 
is responding to her material. The diaries 
provide a compelling way to move 
through interesting life experiences, 
and she certainly doesn't shy away 
from sharing stories which are deeply 
personal. At times though, it feels as 
if we are getting a highlights package 
of her life. The potential is all there, 
yet somehow Davis misses the mark. 

Moments of spot-on timing are mixed 
with a nervous haste, which doesn't 
allow the audience to settle into the pace 
of the show. Finishing far too early, it 
is hard to tell if Davis has rushed her 
material, forgotten part of the show or is 
just not ready for a full hour of stand- 
up. The performance feels like a funny 
piece of theatre rather than a solid hour 
of stand-up material. Perhaps with a few 
more hours and more confidence under 
her belt, Davis will step up and fulfill the 
potential that is already within the show. 



Lefa Singleton 
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COM IT) OXT' 
& The 48 3-Cour y^orCcC 
'Record 'Attempt 

To raise money for the Royal 
Children's Hospital COM ED OKE' 
attempted a record for the world's 
longest stand-up comedy gig. In the 
short time that I managed to catch part 
of the attempt (Unfortunately, I didn't 
have a spare 48 hours up my sleeve 
to see the whole thing.) I saw Wiley 
J deliver a set of true pub style stand- 
up and an entertaining auction which 
nearly had me shelling out $50 for a 
bottle of red (It's all for a good cause!). 

While Doug Chappel hosted the 
auction, the jovial vibe in the pub 
continued on in earnest. His smatterings 
of stand-up were well-received, along 
with the cheeky plug for his upstairs 
show. His ability to draw the audience 
into an auction, which not many seemed 
keen to participate in, ended up raising 
money for a fantastic charity. The 
audience filled with backpackers from 
the venue and an audience looking for 
free festival laughs seemed happy with 
the tail end of the world record attempt. 

The lofty target was apparently 
reached; although, I wasn't there to see 
it. I'm yet to hear a total on how much 
money the event raised for the Royal 
Children's Hospital, but it's admirable to 
see that in a festival full of great shows, 
there is still the opportunity to entertain 
and help others at the same time. 




tcfacff 



ons 



Comedy Xnockout 
Presents 



Have you ever been unsure of whether to 
leave your toothbrush at your girlfriend's 
place? These questions, and a myriad of 
others that I had been ruminating over, were 
answered when I got along to see the tasty 
smorgasbord of local comics featuring in 
the annual Comedy Knockout show at the 
Elephant and Wheelbarrow in St.Kilda. 

With Patrick McCullagh as the balloon- 
eating MC, Comedy Knockout is not short 
on variety with dance, theatre and song 
all featuring throughout the show. From 
the very original Oscar Clarke's finger- 
clicking and singing, to Miss Lou Lou's 
cabaret style, the range of comic style that 
punters get to see is diverse and satisfying. 

There were many sensitive and poignant 
moments, when comics humorously 
reiterated very personal life experiences, 
ranging from trips to the Middle East to 
trips to the sex clinic. And their views of 
life, love and snakes in hot air balloons. 

All of the artists, established and 
emerging, were clever, irreverent and 
original, addressing issues pertinent to us 
all. One of the highlights was how they 
achieved a connection with the audience. 

It gets hot up there under those 
lights — after all, they are human like us. 
They give their all to their performances. 
I learnt something practical, got sound 
advice and had a great laugh as well. 




The Crew Tresents 
Instant MusicaC Odyssey 



We arrived on the night not too 
sure what to expect — we were seeing 
improvisational comedy after all. From 
what I had heard these guys were good 
and Comedy Festival veterans. You 
have to be pretty good to be known 
as veterans of anything, either that 
or you're too stubborn to leave! But 
these guys were good. Damn good! 

The basic outline for a show includes 
the selected actors, comics, music- 
makers and other assorted types making 
up a character from suggestions from 
the audience. The audience gives 
their approval (or disapproval) for the 
character, and the most popular gets 
to be the focus of the show. On the 
night I went it was a four-hundred- 
year-old vampire escaping would-be 
vampire killers by heading towards 
Byron Bay that got the prestigious 
nod from the audience. However, once 
the main character is chosen the real 
show begins, and the audience is taken 
on a ride where the only limitations 
are the player's imaginations. 

The show's premise is simple and yet 
very effective. The Crew have been doing 
improv for years and it shows. The quick 
wit, the rhyming songs, the ability to 
stay in character against the hardest 
of laughs all go towards showing their 
professionalism. Yes some of the jokes 
fall flat, but even those groan-worthy 
moments still make you chuckle. I 
can't even count the amount of times I 
laughed out loud. Be warned though, 
this isn't a show for the kiddies, but that 
aside it should definitely be checked out. 



FESTIVAL 



Lefa Singleton 



Megan Rogers 
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Kantian Caffi nan 



Tfaniel ' Xitson 
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?resfnt^ rneSt Parrot 
resents Denietri Martin 



VyCan Moran Live! 




Tangs anrfjetish 






You'll need to do some preparation 
before you go see Damien Callinan has 
Spaznuts. First of all, don't ejaculate 
for three days before the show — as 
Callinan points out, it can spoil the 
sample. Second, do some research and 
come prepared with a few euphemisms 
for testicles to shout out in the 
audience participation moments. All 
my group could come up with was 
'fly eyes'. Don't let your team down. 

Yep, Callinan's show is all about 
testicles — or, more specifically, 
male infertility. Callinan takes us 
through his experiences as a sufferer 
of a condition his wife calls 'Spaznuts'. 
The show is autobiographical and 
self-revealing — and not just because 
he keeps taking his pants off. 

The audience is invited to look in 
on Mister, a male infertility clinic, 
where Callinan plays a motley bunch 
of characters who listen to his story. 
A series of flashbacks, anecdotes and 
stories takes us through a 'very intrusive' 
operation at the age of seven, his sexual 
fetishes (Callinan can't provide a sample 
at the clinic without a cheese grater, a 
plunger and a framed picture of Caroline 
Chisholm.) and his wife's reaction to 
the news that he is 'shooting blanks'. 

You might recognise Callinan from 
such shows as 'skitHOUSE' and 'Before 
the Game'. If you're like me and thought 
'skitHOUSE' was a bit shithouse, don't 
let this prejudice you against Damien 
Callinan has Spaznuts. Callinan is very 
talented and the show is funny, touching 
and — ahem — medically informative. 



Opening your Melbourne 
International Comedy Festival by seeing 
Daniel Kitson isn't a bad way to go. 
He was happy to tell his audience that 
considering it was a preview show he 
didn't have to be funny (and that we 
were all cheapskates). Luckily for all, 
Kitson was, as usual, funny as hell. 

For those who have missed his 
previous visits, going to a Kitson show 
is akin to listening to that grumpy 
uncle at Christmas tell you all about 
what's wrong with the world. Unlike 
your uncle, he will also tell you that 
the reason it's wrong is because there 
isn't enough whimsy and imagination 
around us. Everything from smokers 
to his own audiences bother Kitson, 
and yet he still manages to impart 
on the audience his yearning for a 
society where we don't all fall into the 
trap of mainstream thinking and just 
grumble over the state of affairs as they 
stand. His frustration is tinged with 
an optimism for how things could be. 

While Kitson was ill, he still delivered 
a show which kept the audience 
laughing constantly. Perhaps a little 
too constantly. As he has lamented 
previously, his own success has turned 
his shows into something he despises — 
people who expect a good show turn up 
and laugh, regardless of whether they 
'get' what he is saying. Kitson is keen to 
point out, and I can't help but agree, that 
you can't keep the cunts out of any area 
of life. Somehow, they always intrude. 



* 



Chloe Walker 



Stu Leader 



David O'Doherty is just plain 
wonderful. Rakishly unkempt and 
placid, he's one of those people you 
want to meet in a pub and just sit and 
listen to what they have to say about 
whatever happens to occur to them next. 
My mother would not only have loved 
this show, she would have begged me 
to more like him, despite the haircut, 
and I would have happily agreed. 

From the outset, there is a gentle 
affability about O'Doherty which makes 
him irresistible. Carefully woven stories, 
which flow into each other, tumble 
over the audience, and the songs are so 
cleverly effortless and low-key (Some 
have said that they're simple. I say that's 
just how he means you hear them.), that 
you hardly notice how clever they are. 

People fall about the place giggling 
around you, but you're too busy doing 
the same to notice them. It's quite 
impossible to describe what exactly 
makes him so good. You can't pull out 
any single moment as outstanding, 
as everyone leaves smiling about 
something different. I personally loved 
his song about himself, answering the 
usual questions asked of comedians. 

Perhaps the most impressive thing 
is the crafted nature of it. Like Daniel 
Kitson, he dances between stories 
and topics easily, taking you from 
technology to sleep talking in an 
effortless bound, and, like your best 
friend, he seems to do it solely for you. 

Do whatever you have to, 
to see David O'Doherty. 



Andrew Garrick 



He's so cute. Male or female, gay or 
straight, that has to be your first thought 
when Martin comes on stage. I know it 
was mine. With his bowl cut hair, stripey 
polo shirt and whimsical expression, 
he looks like an overgrown eight-year- 
old. A sarcastic New York drawl and a 
deadpan expression complete the look, as 
Martin delves into his own subconscious 
and plucks out a truly inspiring world. 

At the request of his psychoanalyst Dr 
Earnest Parrot, Martin takes us through 
five random moments in his life, in an 
effort to cure a rare but lethal psycho- 
emotional condition that threatens to 
take over his whole existence. It's scary 
stuff alright. Combining a rather cute 
projection presentation with stand- 
up, guitar, piano and harmonica, 
Martin is brilliant as the multi- 
performer, entertainer extraordinaire. 

Overall, Dr Earnest Parrot Presents 
Demetri Martin is a rather weird 
performance. Whilst Martin's delivery is 
snappy and on cue, he seems to rely too 
heavily on Monty Pythonesque groan 
punchlines. This can get somewhat 
annoying, once you've worked out the 
formula and can see the joke coming; 
however, this is offset by his amazing 
ability to manipulate the audience in 
a way that is reminiscent of a child's 
performance in front of doting family 
members: every eye is pinned on 
his smallest movement, searching 
for the quick in-joke or offhand 
comment, and praise is lavished on 
him after every pause. It makes for a 
magical performance, but he really 
needs to add some personality. 



This wasn't exactly what I had 
expected. Dylan Moran, the genius 
behind that marvelous BBC program 
'Black Books,' is coming out on 
stage purely to entertain me. I'm 
giddy with anticipation. An abusive, 
drunken, slurring Irishman is a sure- 
fire way to warm up a cold winter's 
night. Alas, I was disappointed. 

It's clear from Moran's delivery 
that he's far more talented behind 
the typewriter, writing and rewriting 
scripts, than in front of a microphone. 
His material is without a doubt very 
funny, but his delivery seemed slightly 
off and really needed to be tightened 
up. It's a problem that seems to have 
a common thread — large venues. 
Stand-up comics that work in an 
intimate style are lost on the massive 
stages of the Melbourne Town Hall 
and the Athenaeum Theatre, and 
Moran really deserved a darker, smaller 
room for his mannerisms to work. 

That said, he definitely had the 
audience in the palm of his hand, 
throwing out slightly offensive 
comments left, right and centre. In true 
Irish fashion, his nature is not one of 
a purely insulting egomaniac; rather, 
it is one of a lyrical, foppish, self- 
deprecating intellectual. His material 
is great, and it seems his character of 
Bernard on 'Black Books' could be an 
extremely close equivalent to his own 
tortured personality. If you loved the 
TV series, be warned that Dylan Moran 
Live lacks the snappiness of delivery. 
If you haven't, you'll love him. 



Tim Norton 



Tim Norton 



Forget everything you have ever 
heard or experienced in cheesy 
restaurant cabaret shows — Dracula's 
has taken a bite out of comedy theatre 
and delivers a bloody good laugh! 

Like kids in a fun park we were 
expertly herded through a maze of 
webs, corpses and all things creepy, to 
the bar where Dracula's gothed-up staff 
had fun making loads of cocktails and 
mocktails. Then boarding the ghost 
train, we screamed as it twisted and 
turned, shocking us with horrific sites 
of lurching mummies and giant spiders. 
Collecting ourselves, we climbed out and 
were guided by a sassy staff member to 
our table. The show itself is great value 
(running for two hours) with plenty of 
contemporary song and dance from fresh 
and sexy performers who really looked 
like they were enjoying their work. The 
variety of characters and comedy skits is 
well-balanced with biting humour from 
the host. Throw in some edgy puppetry, 
Japanese tourists and tag team wrestlers, 
and you've got something for everyone. 
The special effects and use of technology 
are sophisticated enough to impress 
the most experienced theatregoer as 
is the lighting and stage direction. 

The outrageously costumed staff 
(Think murdered nurse, sexy dominatrix 
and Beetlejuice.) are funny, friendly, 
and integral to the success of the 
evening. Rest assured that there 
is a method in their madness. The 
food is restaurant quality, as is the 
selection (Yes — something delicious 
for vegetarians) and presentation. 

Bites your funny bone! A bloody 
good laugh! Fang-tastic! 



Honi Walker 
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The Lyric Opera of Melbourne's hit production of 2005 makes a triumphant return 





Donizetti's hilarious comic opera about marriage, trickery and generational warfare 

3 Green Room Nomination 

Best Production - Best Director - Best Conductor 

What the audience said: 

"in one word ..hilarious" 

"excellent! Best opera I've ever seen" 

"a triumph" 

"we're not opera affiionados, but 

if they were all as accessible, 

entertaining, refreshing & inventive 

as this, we could be!" 

"A very novel production" 

"Bravo! great singing and lots of 
humour, what more could you want?" 

"Wonderful, amazing & well done, 
wish I had brought my grandson" 




"Music good, improvisation excellent, 
comedy brilliant, superb timing" 

"10/10 for entertainment and effort" 



1 




Starring: Roger Howell, Kristy Swift, Laurence Meikle, Benjamin Martin and Anne Radvansky 

Director: Michael Camilleri (Melbourne Fringe Festival award winner) 

Musical Director: Chris van Tuinen 



April 19,20,21,22,26,27,28,29 at 8pm 

l"I* The Assembly Hall J^^ 



156 Collins Street Melbourne 



City of Melbourne 



Tickets onsale through Ticketmaster 1300 136 166 from only $25 
Group bookings phone 03) 9576 1422 

For further information on the entire Lyric Opera 2006 season - log onto www.lyricopera.com.au 



SHOW NAME 


VENUES 


TIME 
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12 
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13 
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SA SU 
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M TU 
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W 
19 


TH 
20 


F 
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SA SU 
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M 
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TU 
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W 
26 


TH 
27 


F 
28 


SA SU M 
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W 
3 


TH 

4 


F 
5 


SA 
6 


SU 
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$6.99 kg 


The Amber Lounge 


9:00pm 








* 












* 














* 












* 




* 160 Characters 


Umbrella Revolution 


7:00pm 












































* 


* 


* 


The 17th Annual Great Debate 


Melbourne Town Hall 


5:00pm 






















* 




























2 for 1 Live @ The Comic's Lounge 


Comic's Lounge 


8:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 




2006 Vena Und Schnitzel's World Calypso 


The Croft Institute 


8:00pm 




* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




The 20th Brian McCarthy Moosehead Benefit 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:00pm 
















































* 


The 4 Noels: A Night at Fat Willy's 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:15pm 












* 












* 












* 














* The 4 Noels: The N.A.F.F Film Festival 


Trades Hall 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* A Porthole into the Minds of the Vanquished 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


A Son Of Your Own 


Trades Hall 


10:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Aaron Keeffe & Artist Formerly Known as Harry 


Elephant & WBarrow 


7:15pm 












* * 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 








* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Aaron Keeffe & Artist Formerly Known as Harry 


Elephant & WBarrow 


9:30pm 


























* 


* 


* 




















* Adam Hills: Characterful 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Adam McKenzie 


Victoria Hotel 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Adam Simmons Toy Band 


Footscray Arts Centre 


2:00pm 




































* 














Adam Vincent 


Duckboard House 


8:45pm 




































* 












* 


Adam Vincent 


Duckboard House 


10:45pm 


























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* The Adventures of Captain Frodo 


Trades Hall 


8:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The After Party 


Exford Hotel 


11:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Akmal Saleh: Akmal 


Victoria Hotel 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Akmal Saleh: Akmal 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 












* 












* 












* 














* Am Dilemma 


Trades Hall 


9:15pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* The Amazing Johnathan 


The Palms at Crown 


9:30pm 


























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


An Unfortunate Woman 


La Mama 


6:30pm 














* 




* 




* 






* 




* 




* 














An Unfortunate Woman 


La Mama 


8:30pm 
















* 




* 










* 




* 
















* Andrew McClelland's Mix Tape 


Duckboard House 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Andy Muirhead is Perky? 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




The Ang Fang Quartet LIVE 


Trades Hall 


4:00pm 










* 












* 














* 














Anthony Menchetti in Ants Pantz! 


Butterfly Club 


9:00pm 




























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Anthony Morgan 


Victoria Hotel 


9:45pm 


























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Arj Barker: Unmitigated 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


9:00pm 






















* 














* 












* 


Arj Barker: Unmitigated 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


10:00pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Arj Barker: Unmitigated 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


10:45pm 




* 














































* Austen Tayshus Live 2006 


Trades Hall 


8:45pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Barb Joseph: So I Married an Arab 


Elephant & WBarrow 


7:30pm 


* 
















































Barb Joseph: So I Married an Arab 


Elephant & WBarrow 


9:00pm 
















* 














* 












* 








* Be My (Kent) Valentine 


Portland Hotel 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Beautiful Losers 


Trades Hall 


10:45pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Ben Chisholm in Don't Tell Mum! 


Elephant & WBarrow 


6:15pm 


















* 


* 






























Ben Chisholm in Don't Tell Mum! 


Elephant & WBarrow 


7:15pm 




* 




* 


* 












* 




























Ben Chisholm in Don't Tell Mum! 


Elephant & WBarrow 


9:30pm 












* * 


* 


* 


































* Ben Payne in Duopoly of One 


Trades Hall 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Ben Price: Hollywood Live and Uncut 


The Palms at Crown 


9:30pm 
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Best of the Edinburgh Fest 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


7:30pm 






















* 














I 












* 


Best of the Edinburgh Fest 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


8:30pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Best of the Edinburgh Fest 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


9:30pm 




* 














































Big Laugh Out @ Federation Square FREE 


Federation Square 


2:00pm 








* 


* 










* 


* 












* 












* 




Big Laugh Out @ Federation Square FREE 


Federation Square 


5:30pm 






* 












* 














* 












* 






Big Laugh Out FREE 


C'wood Child Farm 


11:00am 




















* 






























Big Laugh Out FREE 


C'wood Child Farm 


1:00pm 




















* 






























* Birdmannifesto: A Night of the Birdmann 


Trades Hall 


9:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Bombay to Beijing by Bicycle 


45 Downstairs 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 














Bombay to Beijing by Bicycle 


45 Downstairs 


10:15pm 
































* 


















Bruno Lucia Stand Up And Rock 


The Leveson 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 










* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 




Burlesque Idol 


Trades Hall 


9:45pm 










* 












* 














* 












* 


* Call Girls 


Melbourne Town Hall 


6:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* I 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Celebrity Theatresports 


National Theatre 


7:30pm 


































* 
















* Charlie Pickering: Auto 


Victoria Hotel 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Christina Adams: Alive in Madagascar 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Christina Davis: Secret Diaries 


Melbourne Town Hall 


10:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Claire Hooper: Oh 


Trades Hall 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Class Clowns National Grand Final 


Melbourne Town Hall 


1:00pm 






























* 




















* Cliffy is Relaxed and Comfortable 


Duckboard House 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




COMEDOKE' 


Exford Hotel 


8:30pm 












* 












* 












* 














COM ED OKE's 48 Hour World Record Attempt 


Exford Hotel 


11:00pm 


* 


* 


* 












































Come With Me 


Elephant & WBarrow 


6:15pm 




































■ 








* 


* 




Come With Me 


Elephant & WBarrow 


9:30pm 




































* 


* 


* 


* 








Comedy Appreciation? (Don't) Make Me Laugh 


Duckboard House 


6:00pm 












* 












* 












* 














Comedy Channel Short Film Festival FREE 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


7:00pm 












* 












* 












* 














Comedy Channel Short Film Festival FREE 


6 Links 


7:00pm 














* 














* 












* 










Comedy Chann Short Film Fest Awards FREE 


BMW Edge 


7:30pm 












































* 






Comedy Channel Short Film Festival FREE 


Federation Square 


8:00pm 






* 












* 














* 


















Comedy Knockout 


Elephant & WBarrow 


8:15pm 










* 












* 














* 














Comedy Knockout 


Elephant & WBarrow 


9:00pm 


* 










* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 










The Comedy Lock-in 


Hi-Fi Bar & Ballroom 


11.30pm 


































* 


* 














* The Comedy Zone 


Victoria Hotel 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Comrade Consumer 


Cafe 396 


8:30pm 








* 




* 




* 


* 


* 






* 




* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 




* Corinne Grant: Faking It 


Victoria Hotel 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Courteney Hocking's Foolish Ideas & Crackpo 


Portland Hotel 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Crew presents Instant Musical Odyssey 


Glitch Bar& Cinema 


10:00pm 






* 












* 














* 












* 






* Damian Callinan has Spaznuts 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Damian Callinan is Babysitting 


Umbrella Revolution 


12noon 








* 












* 














* 












* 




Damian Callinan is Babysitting 


Umbrella Revolution 


1:00pm 


















* 














* 












* 






Damian Callinan is Babysitting 


Umbrella Revolution 


2:00pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 










* 














* 










* 




Dan Willis: Radiohead 


Exford Hotel 


9:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* * 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Daniel Kitson 


Hi-Fi Bar & Ballroom 


9:50pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Daniel Townes: And that... 


Exford Hotel 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Danny Alder: Get Behind Me Elephant 


Bar Open 


7:30pm 














* 


* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




Danny Bhoy 


Athenaeum Theatre 


8:15pm 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


Danny Bhoy 


Athenaeum Theatre 


8:30pm 








* 












* 














* 












* 




* Dave Grant: MAN The MYTH 


Portland Hotel 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Dave Hughes: Hughesy Rides Again 


Athenaeum Theatre 


7:00pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






Dave Wiggins is A Yank Down Under 


Victoria University 


8:00pm 














* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


















* David O'Doherty: Grown Up 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* D-Cuppetry: Dance of The D-Cups 


Trades Hall 


8:15pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* The Dead Set 


Trades Hall 


9:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Deliberations of a Disco Diva 


45 Downstairs 


8:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 
















* Dr. Earnest Parrot Presents Demetri Martin 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Demetri Martin: These are Other Jokes 


Victoria Hotel 


11:30pm 
































* 


* 










* 


* 




* Die Roten Punkte (The Red Dots) 


Trades Hall 


8:15pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Dirt Road Blues 


Trades Hall 


11:59pm 


































* 

















^W 



Dizney On Dry Ice 
Dizney On Dry Ice 



Carlton Courthouse 
Carlton Courthouse 



6:30pm 
8:00pm 



* Indicates performances on Sunday commencing one hour earlier than listed 



; 



SHOW NAME 


VENUES 


TIME 


W 
12 


TH 
13 


F 
14 


SA SU 
15 16 


M 
17 


TU 
18 


W 
19 


TH 
20 


F 
21 


SA SU 
22 23 


M TU 
24 25 


W 
26 


TH 
27 


F 
28 


SA SU 
29 30 

* 


M TU 
1 2 


W 
3 


TH 

4 


F 
5 


SA 
6 


SU 

7 


Dolores. Happiness is a warm ukulele 


Elephants W'Barrow 


6:15pm 
























* 










Dolores. Happiness is a warm ukulele 


Elephant & W'Barrow 


7:15pm 


























* 


* 


* 




















Don Pasquale 


Assembly Hall 


8:00pm 
















* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 
















Dylan Moran Live 


Hamer Hall 


5:00pm 


























* 
























Dylan Moran Live 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 






* 


* 


* 








































Dylan Moran Live 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


8:00pm 




* 














































Dylan Moran Live 


Hamer Hall 


8:00pm 


























* 
























Earl Okin: Musical Genius & Sex Symbol 


The Palms at Crown 


2:00pm 




































* 














Earl Okin: Musical Genius & Sex Symbol 


The Palms at Crown 


7:30pm 


























* 
























Edinburgh Festa Besta 


Comedy Club 


8:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* ElbowSkin: Comedy Gondola 


Victoria Hotel 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Evan Jones: 7 True Stories & 1 Massive Lie 


Exford Hotel 


10:00pm 




* 




* 


* 








* 




* 


* 






* 




* 


* 






* 




* 


* 


Eye Candy 


Elephant & W'Barrow 


5:30pm 










* 














* 












* 












* 


Eye Candy 


Exford Hotel 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




* Fabulous Adam Richard 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


7:00pm 






























* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 




* Family Ties 


Portland Hotel 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Fangs and Fetish 


Dracula's Restaurant 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




*The Festival Club 


Hi-Fi Bar & Ballroom 


11.30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Fiona O'Loughlin 


Swiss Club 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Four People and One Lamington 


Glitch Bar & Cinema 


7:45pm 
















* 












* 












* 










Four People and One Lamington 


Glitch Bar& Cinema 


8:45pm 














* 












* 












* 












Four People and One Lamington 


Glitch Bar & Cinema 


10:00pm 






















* 












* 
















Fox K: I'm telling you for the first time 


Victoria University 


8:15pm 


* 


* 


































* * 


* 


* 


* 






Fran and Roxanne are Best Friends 


The Purple Emer 


7:00pm 


* 






* 


* 




* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* Freestyle Love Supreme 


Victoria Hotel 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Gabriel Rossi: Gift of the Gab 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 












* 














* 












* 












The Gala 


Her Majestys Theatre 


7:30pm 


* 
















































* Geraldine Hickey in One Week in Paradise 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Geraldine Quinn: Bad Ambassador 


Trades Hall 


9:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Glass House 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 












* 


























* 












* Glenn Wool: Where is Hell? 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Goddess Wanted: Must Provide Own Pedestal 


Dante's Fitzroy 


3:00pm 
























* 


























Goddess Wanted: Must Provide Own Pedestal 


Dante's Fitzroy 


8:00pm 














* 






* 


* 


* 


























* Greg Fleet: Word Up 


Swiss Club 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Hard to Swallow 


Trades Hall 


9:45pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 
















* Harley Breen: Son of a Preacher Man 


Duckboard House 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Helen Thorn is Arty Farty 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Hip Hop 4 Dummeez 


Victoria Hotel 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Hoodwinked 


Comedy Club 


11:00pm 




* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




Hot off the Press 


Melbourne Town Hall 


3:00pm 




































* 














I Heart Racism 


Duckboard House 


7:45pm 
















































* 


* I Heart Racism 


Duckboard House 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




I Know What You Did Last Monday 


Altitude 


11:15pm 












* 














* 












* 












The Inaugural Golden Guy Fawkes Award 


Old Melboune Gaol 


7:30pm 


























* 
























Insert Name Here 


Bar Open 


5:00pm 
























* 












* 












* 


Insert Name Here 


Bar Open 


6:00pm 














* 




































It's A Mother! 


Nth Melb Town Hall 


5:00pm 




































* 












* 


It's A Mother! 


Nth Melb Town Hall 


8:00pm 


























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Jason Byrne: Out of the Box 


Victoria Hotel 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Jaundice Table 


La Mama 


6:30pm 


















* 




* 








* 




* 
















The Jaundice Table 


La Mama 


8:30pm 




















* 




* 




* 




* 




* 














Jeez Louise Funny Women's Forum 


Victoria Hotel 


10:00am 






















* 


* 


























Jeremy Elwood: Rock Plus Roll 


The Green Room 


7:00pm 


* 


* 




* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Jimeoin 


Frankston Arts Cntr 


7:30pm 
































* 


















Jimeoin 


Wyndham Theatre 


7:30pm 


































* 
















Jimeoin 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:00pm 










































* 


* 


* 




Jimeoin & Bob Franklin - The Cooking Show 


Hi-Fi Bar& Ballroom 


7:00pm 






































* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Jo Randerson's Skazzle Dazzle 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


9:30pm 














* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Joan Rivers: First Annual Farewell Tour 


The Palms at Crown 


2:00pm 








































* 






* 


* 


Joan Rivers: First Annual Farewell Tour 


The Palms at Crown 


7:00pm 






































* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Joanne Brookfield - Princess Prissy Pants 


Duckboard House 


7:00pm 




























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




The Joker 


Dancehouse 


6:00pm 
























* 


























The Joker 


Dancehouse 


9:00pm 
















* 


* 


* 


* 




























* Josephine O'Reilly: SHOWJO 


Victoria Hotel 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Judith Lucy: I Failed! 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Justin Hamilton: Smash! 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


7:00pm 








* 














* 




























* Justin Hamilton: Smash! 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


8:15pm 




* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Justin Kennedy: Beelzebuzz 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Kai Tier is Childhead 


Bridie Reilly's 


7:00pm 










* 














* 












* 














Kai Tier is Childhead 


Bridie Reilly's 


7:30pm 


* 


* 




* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* The Kerry Packer Experience 


Melbourne Town Hall 


5:30pm 








* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 










* 


* 


Kieran Butler claims Collingwood ruined my life 


Carringbush Hotel 


9:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Kransky Sisters: Heard it on the Wireless 


Umbrella Revolution 


2:00pm 






















* 












* 
















* The Kransky Sisters: Heard it on the Wireless 


Umbrella Revolution 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 












Kung Fu DaPu (pronounced DuPWA of course) 


Umbrella Revolution 


12noon 










* 


* 












* 












* 












* 


Kung Fu DaPu (pronounced DuPWA of course) 


Umbrella Revolution 


4:00pm 






* 


* 




* 










* 




* 








* 












* 




* LaLaLuna 


Umbrella Revolution 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 










Lano & Woodley: Goodbye 


Her Majestys Theatre 


7:30pm 














* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Late Nite Impro 


Melbourne Town Hall 


11:00pm 






* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 










* 


* 




Laughapoolooza 2006 


Umbrella Revolution 


11:00pm 






* 








* 






* 






* 






* 






* 






* 






* Lawrence Leunge 


Portland Hotel 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Legal Comedy Debate 


Athenaeum Theatre 


6:30pm 






































* 












* Lehmo: Christmas in Baghdad 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


7:00pm 




* 


* 




* 








* 


* 




* 


























Lehmo: Christmas in Baghdad 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


8:15pm 








* 














* 




























Levelland: A play by Rich Hall 


Melbourne Town Hall 


3:00pm 
























* 












* 












* 


* Levelland: A play by Rich Hall 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Life After Dick... 


Elephants W'Barrow 


7:30pm 














* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Life of Bryan 


Shell Theatrette 


8:30pm 
































* 


* 
















Limited Sedition: Wendy Little 


Fad Gallery 


8:30pm 














* 




* 


* 






* 




* 


* 






* 




* 


* 






The Lion, the Bitch and the Closet 


Athenaeum Theatre 


9:30pm 


* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


The Lion, the Bitch and the Closet 


Athenaeum Theatre 


9:45pm 








* 














* 












* 












* 




Local Laughs 


The St Kilda Local 


8:30pm 












* 














* 












* 












Love Triangle 


Glitch Bar& Cinema 


6:45pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


Man Bites God: A Choking Hazard 


Pony 


9:30pm 




























* 












* 










* Mark Watson: 50 Years Before Death 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Mathematical Revolution 


Loop 


6:30pm 










* 








































The Mathematical Revolution 


Loop 


7:30pm 












* 














* 
























The Mathematical Revolution 


Loop 


8:30pm 


* 














* 


* 










* 


* 










* 


* 








Matt Elsbury is mAd 


Glitch Bar& Cinema 


9:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 




Me and Mr Brown 


Gasworks Theatre 


3:00pm 


































* 
















Me and Mr Brown 


Gasworks Theatre 


8:00pm 






























* 


* 


* 
















* Men of Steel 


Umbrella Revolution 


5:30pm 








* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 










* 


* 


Men of Steel 


Umbrella Revolution 


8:30pm 
























* 












* 












* 


* Men of Steel 


Umbrella Revolution 


10:45pm 




* 






* 








* 












* 












* 









v Indicates performances on Sunday commencing one hour earlier than listed 



SHOW NAME 


VENUES 


TIME 


W 
12 


TH 
13 


F 
14 


SA SU 
15 16 

* * 


M TU 
17 18 


W 
19 


TH 
20 


F 
21 


SA SU 
22 23 

* * 


M 
24 


TU 
25 


W 
26 


TH 
27 


F 
28 


SA 
29 

* 


SU M 
30 1 


TU 
2 


W 
3 


TH 

4 


F 
5 


SA 
6 

* 


SU 

7 


* Michael Chamberlin & Ten Commandments 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Midnight Trade @ The Bella Union 


Trades Hall 


11:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Miriam and The Monkfish: Sophie Kelly 


Trades Hall 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Mon's Comedy Cooker 


City Square 


6:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Monsieur Camembert 


Trades Hall 


7:30pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




























Music, Mirth & Mayhem VIII 


Hi-Fi Bar & Ballroom 


8:00pm 
























* 


























My Brother And I Are Porn Stars 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 








































My Brother And I Are Porn Stars 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


10:45pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Natives Strikin' Blak 


Melbourne Town Hall 


6:00pm 
















* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




The Natural Theatre Company 


Federation Square 


various 






* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




























* The Nice Guys in You Say Potato, I Say Die! 


RMIT Kaleide Theatre 8:30pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 




* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Nick Sun: Blood on the Yolks 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Nik Coppin: Spiders, man! 


Elephant & W'Barrow 


8:15pm 




* 




* 




* * 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Osama Bin Laden And The Tooth Fairy 


The Amber Lounge 


8:30pm 


* 




* 




* 




* 




* 




* 






* 




* 




* 




* 




* 




* 


* Pastor Michael brings Manna from Heaven 


Trades Hall 


8:00pm 


























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Patrick Harvey in Who Wears The Pants? 


Gertrudes 


6:00pm 




















* 














* 












* 




Patrick Harvey in Who Wears The Pants? 


Gertrudes 


8:00pm 














* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 


* 




* Pauly Shore 


The Palms at Crown 


7:30pm 


















* 










* 


* 


* 


* 


* 














* Penny Tangey: Kathy Smith - Maths Camp 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Peter Helliar: Frisky 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:15pm 




* 




























* 


















Phil Kay: Gimme Your Left Shoe 


Umbrella Revolution 


11:00am 






* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 


Phil Kay: Gimme Your Left Shoe 


Umbrella Revolution 


1:00pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 




* 








* 


* 










* 


* 


Phil Kay: Gimme Your Left Shoe 


Umbrella Revolution 


3:00pm 






* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 




* 








* 


* 










* 


* 


The Pinch: RadioLive! 


Trades Hall 


6:00pm 
























* 


























Polycomic 


Loop 


6:30pm 








* 












* 














* 


■ 










* 




Polycomic 


Loop 


7:30pm 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 








Rachel Berger: Loose Cannon 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 




* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Rain Pryor: Fried Chicken & Latkes 


Athenaeum Theatre 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 




* 








































* Ramblings 


Trades Hall 


10:45pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Raw Comedy National Grand Final 


Melbourne Town Hall 


5:00pm 




































* 














Reel Laughs 


Trades Hall 


10:45pm 




* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




* The Renegades of Folk 


Duckboard House 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Reuben Krum is Out of Line 


Butterfly Club 


9:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




























Rich Hall & Mike Wilmot Late Night Standup 


Melbourne Town Hall 


11:15pm 






* 


* 










* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




* Richard McKenzie in DIGGER 


Duckboard House 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Ridiculusmus: How to be Funny 


The CUB Malthouse 


2:00pm 




































* 














Ridiculusmus: How to be Funny 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 






















* 




























Ridiculusmus: The Importance of Being Earnest 


The CUB Malthouse 


1:00pm 




* 












* 














* 




















Ridiculusmus: The Importance of Being Earnest 


The CUB Malthouse 


2:00pm 








* 












* 














* 
















Ridiculusmus: The Importance of Being Earnest 


The CUB Malthouse 


4:30pm 






















* 




























Ridiculusmus: The Importance of Being Earnest 


The CUB Malthouse 


5:00pm 




































* 














Ridiculusmus: The Importance of Being Earnest 


The CUB Malthouse 


7:00pm 












* 














* 
























Ridiculusmus: The Importance of Being Earnest 


The CUB Malthouse 


7:30pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 


* 
















* Roadhouse 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Rod Quantock's Australia! 


Swiss Club 


8:30pm 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Ross Noble: Randomist 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:00pm 




* 








* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






























Ross Noble: Randomist 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:45pm 






* 


* 


* 








































* Sam Bowring: The Wishes of Children 


Duckboard House 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Sam Simmons' Tales From The Erotic Cat 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Sammy J's 55 Minute National Tour 


Duckboard House 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Scared Weird Little Guys 


Athenaeum Theatre 


7:00pm 








* 










































Scardies Come to You 


Clocktower Theatre 


8:00pm 














* 




































Scardies Come to You 


Cardina Centre 


8:00pm 


















* 
































Scardies Come to You 


Wyndham Theatre 


8:00pm 




































* 














Scardies Come to You 


The Drum Theatre 


8:00pm 




































■ 


* 












Scardies Come to You 


Plenty Arts Centre 


8:00pm 








































* 










Scardies Come to You 


Karralyka Centr 


8:00pm 




































■ 






* 








Scardies Come to You 


Frankston Centre 


8:00pm 












































* 






Score Reloaded 


Melbourne Town Hall 


3:30pm 














































* 




Score Reloaded 


Melbourne Town Hall 


6:00pm 














































* 




Scrabble Unscripted 


Imperial Hotel 


10:00pm 






































* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Simon & George Live at the Palms 


The Palms at Crown 


7:30pm 




















* 


* 


* 


























Smorgasbord 


Glitch Bar& Cinema 


7:45pm 
















* 


* 


* 






* 




* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 




Something In The Water: Best Of Adelaid 


Bar Open 


3:30pm 








* 


* 










* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 


The Soubrettes & Friends: Variety A Go Go 


Manchester Lane 


8:00pm 


* 








* 




* 








* 






* 








* I 




* 








* 


* The Space Cowboy's Mind Bending 


Umbrella Revolution 


8:15pm 












* 




























* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* The Space Cowboy's Mind Bending 


Umbrella Revolution 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






















■ 














Spymonkey's Cooped 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


3:00pm 








* 












* 














* 












* 




Spymonkey's Cooped 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


5:00pm 










* 








































Spymonkey's Cooped 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


6:30pm 




* 


* 


* 










































* Spymonkey's Cooped 


RMIT Capitol Theatre 


7:00pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Steamers 


Exford Hotel 


10:00pm 






* 












* 














* 












* 






Stephen K Amos 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 




























* 






















* Stephen K Amos 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


The Sunshine Factory (Part Two) 


Melbourne Town Hall 


7:00pm 












* 












* 












* 














Supersillius: Michal Grobelny 


Pony 


7:30pm 




* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




Tahir: Live and Circumsised 


Athenaeum Theatre 


7:00pm 




















* 






























Tahir: Live and Circumsised 


The Palms at Crown 


9:30pm 


















* 
































Taking Care of Happiness 


Retro Cafe 


8:00pm 




























* 


* 


* 


* 
















* Tanya Losanno in Risotto Sans Frontieres 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Ten Canoes 


Kino Dendy Cinema 


7:00pm 










































* 








TGIF 


Tonik 


8:45pm 






* 












* 














* 












* 






*Tim Minchin 


Hi-Fi Bar & Ballroom 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 
















* Tom Gleeson: Non Stop Tom 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* * 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* * 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Tommy Dean 


Melbourne Town Hall 


9:45pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* Trevor Major is... Throbbie Millions 


Portland Hotel 


7:00pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* Tripod in Self Saucing 


Hi-Fi Bar& Ballroom 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Two Collars 


Comic's Lounge 


8:30pm 










* 


* 










* 




* 










* 


* 










* 


Umbilical Brothers: The Rehearsal 


Athenaeum Theatre 


7:00pm 


































* 












* 




* Up there, Cal Wilson 


Victoria Hotel 


7:15pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Upfront 12 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:00pm 






































* 












* VI. P: Lies, Non-Sense and Celebrity Chefs 


Trades Hall 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Vaya Pashos is... Disconnected 


Pony 


6:00pm 






* 












































Vaya Pashos is... Disconnected 


Pony 


7:30pm 


* 








* 




* 








* 






* 








* 




* 








* 


Weekend Trade @ The Bella Union 


Trades Hall 


3:00pm 








* 


* 










* 


* 












* 


* 










* 


* 


Wes Snelling: In Record Time 


Umbrella Revolution 


9:30pm 
















* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




What's New Peter Costello Whoa Whoa! 


Trades Hall 


8:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




























* Wil Anderson: Wil Communication 


Melbourne Town Hall 


8:30pm 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


Williams & Clare: Girls Can't Run 


Imperial Hotel 


8:00pm 












* 


* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




























The Witch Karnivale 


Witches in Britches 


7:00pm 
















* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 








* 


* 


* 




WONKA! A Live Cinema Remix 


Bar Open 


8:30pm 














* 


* 


* 


* 










* 


* 


* 
















The Wrong Night 


Umbrella Revolution 


10:45pm 








* 












* 














* 












* 




Yianni in Yianni's Head 


Trades Hall 


8:15pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 






* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




* 


* 


* 


* 


* 




Zack Adams: Complete History Of Zack Adams 


Bar Open 


7:00pm 


* 


* 


* 


* 










































Zack Adams: Complete History Of Zack Adams 


Bar Open 


8:30pm 


































■ 






* 


* 


* 





^m 



* Indicates performances on Sunday commencing one hour earlier than listed 





Tran and'Roxanne Are 
freestyCe Love Supreme J™ ^ Jrien( £ s 








geraCdine Qvinn 
lad Ambassador 



Qreg jCeet 
Word lip 



tfeCen 'thorn is 
Arty farty 



1 



Oh 






3* 



People like to laugh at hip hop. 
Hell, a lot of comedians at this year's 
Comedy Festival will have at least 
one mock rap performance in their 
shows: a parody that usually bears 
more resemblance to drag than to 
anything hip hop. References to the 
backwards hat, baggy pants, vernacular 
and lifestyle all seem rather hilarious 
and, at times, rather racist. But what 
these comedians don't realise is 
that, in fact, the joke is on them. 

Most real hip hop is funnier and 
smarter than any of their played out 
punchlines. These comedians have 
nothing on Kool Keith, Slick Rick and 
newer rappers like Cam'ron, Ludacris, 
and even most of G-Unit. The line 
between comedy and hip hop is further 
blurred in the world of freestyling 
and battling — both are pretty much 
dominated by jokes these days. 

So when an act, Freestyle Love 
Supreme, claims to take the comic 
elements of hip hop seriously, you 
think it is going to be pretty funny. 
Unfortunately, it isn't. The show 
needs more laughs and less boring 
audience members retelling their 
boring days. And is it still freestyling 
if you pass on nine audience 
suggestions before choosing a topic 
you are comfortable rapping on? 

Having said that, Freestyle Love 
Supreme is rather sweet, if not 
sentimental. Its biggest problem is that 
it's not funny enough. There is some 
decent beatboxing, but don't expect 
to hear either of the two MCs rhyme 
more than two syllables at a time. 



Jane Watkins 



Indulge me for a second and ask 
yourself, as a punter: What do you 
want from the comedy festival? Are 
you interested only in the big name 
shows, the guaranteed laughs? Or, 
are you prepared to take a punt, if 
you will, on the more raw amateur 
shows? If you answered Yes to the 
latter, you should give Fran and 
Roxanne are Best Friends a go. 

Stand-up comedian Lou Pardi and 
actress and singer Jacky Claffhave 
come together to present a show about 
friendship that is two parts theatre, two 
parts musical and one part comedy. 
Roxanne (Claff) returns from trying to 
make a name for herself in New York 
and immediately lands on the doorstep 
of her best friend Fran (Pardi). The two 
friends are vastly different but their 
friendship is held together by something 
strong, albeit intangible. The exploration 
of which forms the core of the show. 

The theatrical and musical elements 
tend to dominate here, giving Claff and 
her powerful voice more time in the 
spotlight than the stand-up of Pardi. 
For me, the laughs came out as more of 
a consistent chuckle than as real belly 
achers, and some of the jokes felt like 
they had been more finely tuned to 
family and friends than an unassociated 
audience. However, this is to be 
expected in a first show, and overall Fran 
Roxanne are Friends is an entertaining 
show that will improve as it is refined 
through performing to wider audiences. 



Spending a week in a psychiatric 
facility doesn't seem like the kind of 
thing a room full of people would 
want to come and laugh about. In 
Geraldine Hickey's case though, 
her week in a hospital psych ward is 
the fodder for her 2006 Melbourne 
International Comedy Festival show. 

Hickey has an almost conversational 
relationship with her audience, telling 
the story of her early signs of depression 
(or pleas for attention as she sometimes 
describes them) and eventual 'week 
in paradise' with an ease that makes 
it hard to believe this is her first solo 
show for the festival. Able to make 
her audience laugh with an ease that 
would be envied by many other new 
comics, Hickey's frank account of 
a time, which most wouldn't be too 
keen to share with a room full of 
strangers, is funnier than expected. 

This is no poignant tale of redemption 
or self-therapy session, just a window 
into an experience many people 
would have no concept of. Dangerous 
territory to attempt is deftly handled 
with Hickey's matter-of-fact manner 
and her ability to laugh at the situation 
along with her audience. Great timing 
carries the story along nicely, although 
the end seems to come a little abruptly, 
and a more structured narrative may 
have helped the pacing. This is a good 
show, not just for a first solo attempt, 
but by any standard you put it against. 



Meet Gerry, the self-proclaimed Pete 
Townsend of cabaret — singer, song 
writer, guitarist, and one very funny 
young lady. If an early night in the 
season is any indication, her approach to 
the cabaret genre is pleasantly casual and 
chatty, and some of the best moments in 
her latest show, Bad Ambassador, spring 
from witty ad-libs with her audience, her 
techie and some personal digressions. 
Although a number of her songs have a 
similar sound, the lyrics are both clever 
and creative, and the rhymes so fun that 
the audience is often already laughing in 
delighted anticipation of the punchlines. 

I had some issues with sound and 
diction in this show, which could well 
be nothing more than early glitches: 
there was distortion with volume 
changes (in a musical style which so 
obviously lends itself to the acoustic) 
that made key lyrics difficult to hear, 
and the opening pre-record was fairly 
unintelligible — I'm still not quite sure 
of the significance of the show's title. 

However, these are minor gripes over 
a performance that is engaging, easy- 
paced and full of hilarious anecdotes 
about life as a struggling cabaret star. 
Though her encore piece wasn't the 
best choice for her audience on the 
night, Gerry's comic delivery moves so 
smoothly between deadpan, expressively 
satirical and downright charming, 
and her material is so accessible, that 
I still left the show grinning. A really 
enjoyable performance all round. 



Thank the Comedy Gods for 
Fleety. Two days into the Melbourne 
International Comedy Festival, enjoying 
each show I had been to but lacking a 
side-aching belly laugh, I went to see 
Word Up. Within minutes of taking 
to the stage, Fleet had me laughing 
harder than the top-selling international 
acts I had seen already. It appears I 
haven't lost my funny bone; it just 
takes something special to tickle it. 

Word Up is, essentially, about 
Greg Fleet's long running love affair 
with words and language. Far from 
a discussion on proper pronouns, 
the show focuses on how language 
connects us all. Anything but dry, this 
collection of diverse reflections allows 
Fleet to reel in his audience until they 
are captured hook, line and sinker. It 
seems all too easy for the comic, who 
clearly loves being on stage as much as 
the audience love watching him there. 

Word Up proves that Fleet deserves his 
reputation as one of the greatest comics 
Australia has to offer. His political 
potshots are backed up with extensive 
knowledge (Few comics could back up a 
joke about holding supply with Whitlam 
references.), audience interaction is 
ever-respectful of the people who have 
paid to come see his show, and his 
digressions from show-themed material 
never feel like an attempt to steal a cheap 
laugh. On the night I attended, Fleet 
ran well overtime (to put it lightly), and 
the audience still didn't want him to go 
at the end. It doesn't get any better. 



Michael Burville 
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Helen Thorn is Arty Farty will make 
you laugh, groan and squirm. It is 
not, as I expected, a collection of 
sardonic anecdotes and derisive one- 
liners that turns art lovers into fuming 
tatters. Rather, it is an accurate expose 
of the world of visual, written and 
performing arts. Thorn's cringing 
truth takes the likes of trendy high 
school dance teachers and glamorous 
university humanities professors and 
shows them for what they really are: 
pompous, daggy and ridiculous. 

Through an empty picture frame, 
Thorn delivers an autobiography of sorts. 
The antics of jazz ballet teachers and the 
exorbitant verbosity of art gallery owners 
that she encountered in her youth are 
'recalled' in a raw and deplorable truth. 
Thorn switches roles during her loose 
narrative, seemingly more comfortable 
with these blathering stereotypes than 
with herself. Each new character is 
revealed through the empty frame, 
bringing with it yet another unnerving 
and realistic facet of the art world. 

Although Thorn is herself a great 
entertainer, it's these stereotypes that 
steal the show. Everyone remembers 
the dance teacher at school whose 
spangled dress sense was matched 
only by the lurid line of lippy on her 
teeth. And all of us know at least 
one Lacan loving, latte drinking loser 
who is ridiculously enraptured with 
artspeak. Thorn has taken a mirror and 
shown all of this crap for what it really 
is. Helen Thorn is Arty Farty doesn't 
pretend to be anything it's not, and 
that's a rare thing in the world of art. 



Alethea Kinsela 
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When host Marcus Jones bounded 
on stage to warm up the audience with 
a few ballsack jokes, he set the comedy 
bar pretty low. Yes, late night comedy 
does tend towards the cheap and smutty 
end of the spectrum, but I held out 
hope that things would improve once 
the game began. My optimism was 
unforgivingly shattered as Hoodwinked, 
a so-called 'cross between "Blankety 
Blanks", "Spicks & Specks" and nothing 
else you've ever seen (!!!!)' got underway 
with all the energy of a wet blanket. 

The 'all-star rotating panel' looked 
like they didn't want to be there, and 
the lack of chemistry between them was 
replaced by a dull hum of animosity. 
Ribbing between Charlie Pickering 
and Fiona O'Loughlin appeared all but 
light-hearted, and the awkwardness 
grew as the show progressed. 

I felt sorry for Jones, who often had 
to force laughter in order to create 
an illusion of joviality and to prevent 
jokes from falling flat. The crowd was 
incredibly unresponsive, apparently 
only vaguely amused by the bumbling 
banter and stagnant pauses. In fact, 
the audience became largely irrelevant 
as the comedians engaged in a game 
of one-upmanship of backhanded 
dinner party discourse. To be fair, 
the contestants occasionally struck 
improvisational gold, but it was never 
enough to fill the venue with laugher. 

Several people walked out during the 
opening night of Hoodwinked — one 
can only hope that in the future, games 
can muster some semblance of on-stage 
chemistry and that copious amounts of 
alcohol are included in the ticket price. 



Brianna Summers 
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Jason Byrne is no newcomer to the 
Melbourne International Comedy 
Festival. This year he has returned 
to interact with his un-failingly mad 
audiences, recap the latest mad antics 
his son has been up to and reiterate, just 
in case we missed it last time, how mad 
his wife (and all women) are. Seeing a 
pattern here? Byrne thinks the world 
is mad, the Irish are mad, and is more 
than happy to admit he's a bit mad, too. 

Byrne's show is an hour, bouncing 
between rehearsed material, which 
manages to look as if it is something 
that has only just occurred to him 
(regardless of the props he pulls out of a 
box), and interaction with an audience, 
which never fails to seems as if it's been 
planted (but who could possibly concoct 
such absurd things for an audience to 
say and do?). With energy that exhausts 
just from looking on, Byrne delivers 
stand-up which few are able to match. 
Standard topics, material most people 
can relate to and the odd curveball are 
delivered with a finesse that most comics 
just don't have. It's traditional stand-up, 
dispensed with more exuberance and joy 
than you will see on most other stages. 

Perhaps it's his almost frenetic 
pace, perhaps that unique ability to 
deliver material, which feels as fresh 
for him as the audience. However 
he does it, there is no doubt that 
Byrne is selling out for a reason. 



Lefa Singleton 
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The premise of Justin Hamilton's 
show lingers behind each sentence he 
utters. The world is in a bad way, he 
reckons, and this can be seen in any 
number of places — tedious jobs, horrible 
relationships and terrible politicians. 
Why his show is called Smash!, though, 
is never quite made clear — does he want 
to smash the state, smash the world or 
smash his boss? Whatever: the nebulous 
title is a foil for Hamilton to talk about 
the ills he sees around him. As a comic, 
Hamilton sees humour in everyday 
things and situations. He wanders over 
territory that is personal, revealing 
and easily grasped by audiences. 

This is traditional stand-up: a few 
questions asked of the audience, a few 
diversions and a lot of observations 
about the world. It's bread and butter 
stuff, but, still, it's served up well by few 
and sloppily by many. Hamilton is one 
of the few — his material is fresh and 
unpredictable, while his casual style is 
disarming. He willingly makes fun of 
himself and his routine (not in a Daniel 
Kitson way, but in an 'I'm fallible' way). 

His voice and face will be familiar 
to listeners of triple j and viewers of 
ABC's 'The Glass House'. And, indeed, 
the night The Pun attended, 'The Glass 
House' host Wil Anderson's hefty peals 
of laughter were providing a one- 
man laugh track up the back of the 
audience. There's nothing overtly flashy 
about Hamilton, but his material is 
uniformly enjoyable and his ad libbing 
yielded some brilliant moments. 
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People get suspicious of free stuff. 
Either they get to wondering what the 
catch is, or they assume that the reason 
something is free is that it's crap. While 
loitering around Melbourne Town Hall 
during the Comedy Festival, I've been 
watching comedians from some of the 
smaller shows trying in vain to give away 
free double passes just to fill some seats. 
It's hard. No one seems to want them. 

The Kerry Packer Experience is free, but 
it has the benefit of a known quantity 
in the form of Greg Fleet, who draws 
a decent audience to the chair-poor 
Peter Cook Bar. Unfortunately, on 
the day I reviewed the show Fleety 
was 45 minutes late (and spent the 
last 15 minutes fobbing off phone 
calls from his manager asking why 
he wasn't there). Partner in crime, 
Kieran Butler, did his best to hold 
the show together without him, but I 
got the feeling the show works better 
when they both get there on time. 

The Kerry Packer Experience is like 
a low budget variety show, in which 
the hosts interview guests who are 
performing at the Festival. They are 
generally the same comedians trying to 
give away double passes out the front. 
You might luck upon an exciting new 
act (Sammy J's 'Backwards Song' was a 
highlight for me.), but overall it's patchy. 
It's an okay way to spend an afternoon 
but if you live further out than zone 
one I wouldn't make a special trip. 



At the Carringbush Hotel, one 
of the spiritual watering holes of 
the Collingwood faithful, Kieran 
Butler examined the tragedy of the 
magpies recent past. Through song 
and tale Butler painted a picture of 
a fan's sporting disappointment and 
subsequent failure to master daily life. 

Over the course of an hour all 
Kieran's personal misfortune and 
misery was directly attributed to the 
fall and fall again of a club many 
hold so dear to their hearts. He drew 
comparisons between life's sometimes 
cruel twists and turns and the regular 
disappointments on the football field 
experienced by those in black and white. 

Under the hallowed roof of the 
Bobby Rose room, Butler shared his 
personal heartaches, punctuating 
his tales with the occasional song. 
Throughout the performance was 
the continual reference to the 1990 
victory, a lone shining moment in an 
otherwise cruel sporting past and a 
justification for a life long dedication. 

Staged inside a true piece of football 
history and dealing with one of the 
most significant clubs of all time, 
Kieran Butler Claims Collingwood 
Ruined My Life is sure to find a 
shoulder to cry on amongst the diehard 
Collingwood supporters and football 
lovers alike. After the show Butler 
will be propped up at the bar sobbing 
into his beer, and if you're any sort of 
fan you'll be right there beside him. 



Seeing Christmas in Baghdad is like 
going to a relo's holiday slide show, but 
with the bonus of having a professional 
comedian and sound effects. With these 
tools, Lehmo unwittingly draws you into 
his experience of entertaining the troops 
in Iraq. It's a refreshing view of the war 
that you won't hear anywhere else. 

I didn't know what to expect of 
Lehmo. I thought that because the 
topic was Baghdad, he might be a bit 
like Rod Quantock with a political 
bent. But I was very wrong — Lehmo 
doesn't push any strong arguments on 
his audience. Instead, he manages — 
amazingly — to draw humour out 
of war. He very successfully treads 
the tricky thin line between being 
funny and being disrespectful. 

In fact, it's obvious he feels utmost 
respect for Iraq and the troops. In 
particular, he gives funny examples 
of Aussie-ness' that he found and 
how Aussie troops differed from 
the British and US troops. I was 
surprised that he found such a 
strong sense of the self-deprecating, 
macho, and direct Australian 
character. But, that is, obviously, 
what he found on the frontline. 

This holiday slide show is definitely 
worth a visit — if not for the humour, 
then for the first-hand insight. As 
Lehmo hints at, perhaps our media 
has made us overly aware of things like 
bird-flu and drug smuggling and too 
unaware of other things, things which 
Lehmo, to his credit, makes funny. 



* 



Chloe Walker 



Nick Edwards 



Sarah Nichols 



Matt Elsbury doesn't like advertising. 
Neither do I. Neither do you, probably. 
This gives the Melbourne comic a 
ready audience for his multimedia 
attack on the words and imagery 
which intrude on us each day. 

Playing in the cinema room at 
Glitch, Elsbury utilises the technology 
at his disposal and peppers his show 
with video excerpts and skits. The 
best and most creative of these videos 
introduces the show. In it, we see an 
animated Elsbury battling against 
one of the advertising world's most 
recognisable icons: a great visual way 
to set up the Versus' of the title. 

Elsbury 's targets are mostly television 
commercials, partly because of their 
immediacy and partly because of 
the venue and its possibilities. He 
acknowledges the beauty of some 
imagery in ads (the Jose Gonzalez- 
soundtracked, bouncing-colourful- 
balls ad for an LCD TV, for instance), 
but questions whether we really feel 
like buying much after seeing them. 
The central premise of Elsbury 's show 
is the notion that 'our world' and 
'advertising world' are places that 
bear no resemblance to one another. 

Bashing advertising is a fairly easy 
sport. Making this clever, interesting 
and insightful takes some skill. 
Leaping Larry L has been doing this 
for some years in his Ad Nauseum' 
column in The Age's Green Guide, 
and Elsbury manages to find some 
new angles. Yet, because you sense 
that no one's really going to disagree 
with his premise, Elsbury 's show is 
gently amusing and enjoyable rather 
than taboo-breaking and hilarious. 

Ben Gook 



Andrew Bolt called Michael 
Chamberlin and the Ten Commandments 
"Christian baiting", but I call it 
hilarious. Considering I've actually 
seen the show and Bolt just spouted 
off in the paper, I think I'm right... 
or we both are... but at least I 
bothered to go find out myself. 

Chamberlin is convinced that the Ten 
Commandments need some updating. 
While that whole 'do not kill' thing 
seems pretty clear, there are some issues 
with others. One by one, Chamberlin 
explores each commandment and, telling 
it like it is, lets us know where the cracks 
start to creep in. With a disarming 
cheekiness and ever-present quick wit, 
the audience is almost instantly won over 
and the show doesn't miss a beat in this 
polished, perfectly played performance. 

A festival regular, Chamberlin seems 
to have hit the nail on the head this year. 
Finally imbued with the confidence 
his material deserves, he seems to have 
lost the almost apologetic air of earlier 
offerings and owns the stage. He 
appears to enjoy every moment, playing 
off his audience well. A skillfully 
written, perfectly executed performance 
is matched by instinctive timing, a 
steady rapport with the audience and 
a strong on-stage presence. It's also 
fantastic to see him bringing back a 
habit which seems to have fallen by the 
wayside in previous years, using the end 
of his show to encourage the audience 
to get out and see plenty of other local 
acts. By far a highlight of the year, 
Chamberlin is a festival must-see. 



If during this year's comedy 
festival your funny bone is hurting 
after a night filled with laughter and 
you're looking for a place to relax 
and unwind with a few drinks, then 
Midnight Trade is the place for you. 

Tucked away deep within Trades 
Hall, this late night collaboration of 
comics delivers a performance that 
is always worth much more than the 
price of admission. The mishmash of 
styles ranges from burlesque, music 
and vaudeville to stand-up, characters 
and cabaret, guaranteeing that there 
is always something for everyone. A 
well-stocked bar, along with sparkling 
comedy routines and toe-tapping, 
head-bopping, hip-shaking music means 
that if you aren't having a good night, 
you simply aren't trying hard enough. 

With the line-up changing from 
night to night, you never really 
know what you're in for when you 
attend Midnight Trade. Any show 
that includes guests such as Eddie 
Perfect, The Drowsy Drivers, The 4 
Noels, Birdmann, Captain Frodo, 
Geraldine Quinn, Austen Tayshus, 
Wilson Dixon, Tim Minchin, Queenie 
van der Zandt, Rebecca Macintosh, 
Duck Music and many, many 
more, has my stamp of approval. 

Ensconced in an ambiance that one 
can only get from the infamous Trades 
Hall, Midnight Trade is the perfect 
show for those who like a little of 
everything, but don't want to pay for it. 



Lefa Singleton 
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Sophie Kelly's Miriam and The 
Monkfish, while not setting the 
standard for the festival, does its 
thing with confidence and a certain 
devotion to the task. After all, the 
audience seemed to laugh in all the 
right places and clap at the end. 

Miriam, an uptight Toorak type in 
perfect costume, is cooking for some 
important clients of her husband and 
wants to impress with her culinary skill. 
All of the requisite character studies are 
on display here — a little bit of upper- 
class racism, a thin facade of happiness, 
and the language we've all come to 
expect from such a character. Kelly's 
portrayal is well-developed, and she 
managed to throw in a few jokes, which 
had me laughing a couple of times. 

Unfortunately for me, that's as good 
as it got. It seem that this character is 
a bit of a fall back for people trying to 
establish their caricature credentials — 
and unfortunately, this one didn't really 
bring anything new to the concept. 
When Prue and Trude from Kath & 
Kim are so funny and nuanced, it's hard 
to see where Miriam differs or improves. 

Admittedly, there is some wonderful 
devotion to physical comedy and 
good old-fashioned slapstick in the 
closing throws of the show, but this 
wasn't enough to take the show 
from 'see' to 'Must See!' for me. 



Your show is over, it's cold and you're 
hungry. You can't be bothered fighting 
the crowds at the five restaurants near 
the Melbourne Town Hall, and the 
thought of fast food makes the jokes 
in your system want to leap out onto 
the pavement. Enter the wonderful 
world of Mon's Comedy Cooker, 
rescuing your stomach, funny bones 
and several other vital organs. 

Monica Dullard presents Mon s Comedy 
Cooker is a combination of comedy 
characterisation, food and entertainment 
all rolled into one caravan set up on 
the grounds of City Square for the 
duration of the festival. Sounds like a 
stunt? Well, maybe that assumption 
would be right, but the food is actually 
really good. The baklava is delicious, 
the Iraqi pie is politically correct AND 
tasty, and I have it on good record 
that the lamb pizza kicks arse. 

Mon and a regularly rotating list of 
comedians man the food station every 
night, combining their culinary and 
comedic skills to keep the public happy 
and fed. If you can't get tickets to that 
big International, ask Mon if they'll 
be doing a spot at the Cooker, and 
you could book yourself in for a free, 
personal performance. Or just grab a seat 
and enjoy watching people be caught 
unawares as they get their midnight 
snack from a comic caravan. It's a perfect 
solution to two of Melbourne's biggest 
problems: sad people and the hungry. 



* 
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Turning up to a comedy event 
looking sweaty and disheveled is not 
my preferred choice of entrance, but, 
when you get off a tram two blocks 
from the Trades Hall with roughly two 
minutes before the gig starts and have 
chosen to wear tight blue heels, that is 
usually how you appear on arrival. 

The NAFF Film Festival is 
another stroke of genius by 
The 4 Noels, three lads in their 
ninth season at the Melbourne 
International Comedy Festival. 

The act is a great blend of short 
film and live comedy performance 
with the presenters, directors, actors 
and sponsors all played by the boys 
themselves. Nothing is sacred to 
these boys, and their three films 
send up everything from visual 
artists and suburban Melbourne to 
relationships and personal aspirations. 

The audience was never silent, whether 
enjoying a quiet giggle or laughing 
hysterically. Even the actors themselves 
could not keep a straight face during 
the special guest section. It is always 
good seeing comedians laughing 
at their own jokes — if they find it 
funny, the audience is bound to too. 

Make sure you stay until the end 
as the bloopers and behind the scenes 
section is worth sticking around 
for. The 4 Noels get props from 
American directors and even their 
favourite U2 band member. Being a 
New Zealander in Melbourne (who 
isn't these days?) I also enjoyed the 
subtle references to the land of the 
Kiwi — keep an eye out for them. 



Kate Nicholson 



Penny Tangey s comedy has grown 
up a bit since I last saw her. Where she 
used to draw heavily on her grade six 
diary for material, Tangey has now 
turned her attention to high school 
and taken on the character of 15 -year- 
old Kathy Smith. Her performance 
style has matured as well — after a 
few years of doing 15 minute grabs in 
ensemble shows, she now has a full- 
length narrative show all to herself. 

In Kathy Smith Goes to Maths Camp 
we join the title character on a personal 
odyssey — Year Nine Concentrated 
Extended Acceleration Camp. For a 
week she leaves her native Traralgon to 
stay in a real university and talk about 
vectors and parabolas with kids from 
all over Victoria. Kathy loves maths, 
and chemistry — but as the camp 
progresses, she realises that boys are a 
bit harder to figure out than equations. 

Kathy pays out on the superficial, 
imaginary TV show 'GirlZone' (which 
she doesn't watch, of course — that 
is, unless her feminist Nana is out 
at the shops) and takes a dig at the 
high school girls who act like being 
depressed is a competition. She 
asks the tough questions — 'Which 
member of Dead Poets' Society would 
you marry?' 'What's your favourite 
element?' and is blissfully ignorant 
of her own dagginess. Kathy Smith 
Goes to Maths Camp is a hilarious 
portrayal of life as a nerd in the Aussie 
school system, and a nice alternative 
to some of the more confrontational, 
sweary shows at the Festival. 



Chloe Walker 



Being an Australian household name 
in the Comedy Festival carries with 
it a certain level of expectation. That 
burden couldn't fall more heavily on 
Peter Helliar whose notoriety from 
'Rove Live' and a fan base generated 
from 'Before the Game' seemed to be 
a major drawcard for the first of his 
two shows at the Melbourne Town 
Hall. Fortunately for this home crowd, 
Helliar is one of those rare comedians 
who actually live up to all the hype. 

His talent doesn't lie in the jokes 
he tells but the way he tells them. The 
topics covered aren't particularly daring 
or atypical of what you would find 
in your average comedy routine: the 
differences between men and women, 
bird flu, Iraqi elections, and erectile 
dysfunction nasal sprays. By themselves, 
these gags are simply amusing at 
best. However, it's the darting eyes, 
exaggerated gestures, character 
switching, not-so-perfect accents and 
bounding enthusiasm that had me 
gripping my stomach from laughing 
so hard. Quite simply, he looks like he 
is having fun and you get drawn in. 

It's clear that Helliar has become 
accustomed to working in front of 
live audiences and rolling with all 
the punches that this can bring. The 
true scope of his wit was displayed 
whenever his show didn't go according 
to plan: many times he managed to 
turn minor screw-ups into comedic 
gems, making the punchline to 
the original joke obsolete. 

I'm usually a tough crowd, but I 
struggled to find fault with this show. 



Sarah Carson 



When your father is world famous 
black comedian Richard Pryor 
and your mother is a Jewish go-go 
dancer, race is going to be an issue 
growing up. And Rain Pryor has 
come through the better for it. 

As the shows title illustrates, there 
are plenty of cultural stereotypes 
associated with both being black and 
Jewish, which Rain uses to great comic 
effect. From her grandmothers, an 
upper-eastside Jew and a black brothel 
madam, to ditzy high school valley 
girls and a coke addicted, womanising 
dad, Rain is at comic ease with what 
could be very painful material. 

This cabaret style performance is, by 
turns, funny, insightful and touching, 
and Rain shows great warmth and 
vulnerability on stage. Exhibiting 
an overabundance of talent, she is a 
comedian, singer, mimic and narrator 
of her life story throughout the show. 
The characterisations of friends and 
family are fully constructed, and Rain, 
not surprisingly, does a pitch perfect 
impersonation of her father. But the 
show doesn't just hang on the 'famous 
dad'; it's the personal experience and 
influences of growing up a black, 
Jewish woman that shines through. 

It is well-constructed show, allowing 
Rain to show off her fantastic voice, 
which adds emotional pauses. This is a 
very funny show; if she is back in town 
any time soon, get yourself there. 



Travers Purton 
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Reuben Krum steps completely 'out of 
line' in his new cabaret show, but never fails 
to entertain. He blends musical numbers 
with sharp wit and perfect comic timing, 
and covers all the shadows of his past: 
his Jewish heritage, his attention deficit 
disorder, being an 'excitable child' and all 
to bring the audience down to his level. 
Shock value and poor taste is a constant, but 
his comedy is seamlessly blended with his 
musical numbers that keep the audience on 
their toes (especially those in the front) and 
ensures that there's never a dull moment. 



Featuring songs by Tom Lehrer, Stephen 
Sondheim and others, and accompanied 
by the talented David Young (who must 
never speak), this is as much a true 
'cabaret performance' as it is 'comedy' 
made all the more captivating by Krum's 
excellent vocal skills and stage presence. 

His mood changes from soft ('Girlfriend 
in a Coma') to boisterous ('We're Going 
Down') and is accentuated by the intimate 
atmosphere of the Butterfly Club. He 
makes the audience feel comfortable, 
before hilariously shattering their 
dreams while somehow keeping them 
continually entertained. In bad taste 
(but constantly amusing) and topped 
off with a little schadenfreude, Reuben 
Krum captivates and serenades the 
audience — reflecting on 'postcard Israel' 
and intimate concocted asides about 
audience members, as The Pun found out. 

He shocks and offends, but always 
feels good doing it — and so will you. 



Richard Ibrahim 



Oh 






* 





n °^Quantocks 
AustraCia! 

About 10 years ago Rod Quantock 
found his house style and since then 
he's stuck to it — a white board, a 
table and chair, a pile of papers and 
political comment. Strangely this has 
turned out to be endearing rather than 
tired, and by any measure Quantock 
is one of Australia's best performers. 

One of the only comedians still 
working from the first comedy festival, 
twenty years ago, he has an effortless, 
affable style that makes the evening 
seem less like a gig and more like a 
chat with an old friend. He's also one 
of the only comedians around who 
can talk about current affairs in an 
informed and intelligent manner, 
which is a refreshing change in the 
largely apolitical world of comedy. 

There is, however, a noticeable edge 
to this year's show, as Quantock can't 
hide his revulsion at the Prime Minister 
and the policies that are dividing 
this country. 'There's no real end to 
tonight's show,' warns Quantock. Tt 
just resolves itself into a morass of 
despair.' Quantock has always been 
a lefty ratbag, but we've never seen 
him quite so angry — he even uses the 
'c' word on stage, for the first time 
in 30 years of performing. He still 
finds the comedy in the situation, and 
the show is very funny, but there's 
darkness lurking around the edges. 




John Richards 



Souirctus&jriends 
yariety a (go <gv 



Whaddya want from a night out 
at the Festival? Two girls with big 
personalities singing witty ditties, a 
pair of improvising MCs sounding like 
the Swedish chef's halfwit brothers, 
a smooth baritone 'fessing up about 
'reading Freud with his mother', 
a Russian Princess, with a suspect 
accent, handing out 'fairbewlous' 
prizes, a six foot bellhop mangling 
the props and a bit of nudity? 

Well then, it's off to The Soubrettes 
and Friends Variety-a-go-go with you. 
You'll find it all there and a bit more! 
The Soubrettes, Tania and Alice, 
dispense songs of love and angst and 
the whole damn thing. T'm stuck at 
the party with you,' they moan. Their 
rap routine is great — 'We're a vegemite 
sandwich: white, but black on the 
inside.' They sing separately too: Tania 
plaintively, 'It's not easy being Greek,' 
and Alice, pragmatically, 'You're not 
Mr Right,' she says, 'but you'll do.' 

Their talented friends include MCs 
Steg and Dirk, who plug the gaps 
between the routines like voluble 
Spakfilla. They're sharp and they're 
funny. Princess Sputnik is, 'How you 
say eet?', very beautiful, a graduate of 
the Vladivostock Institute of Fashion 
and Astrophysics. She gives some lucky 
punter a makeover in the interval. Be in 
it to win it! And then there's 'Princess 
Blossom's' startling reverse strip-tease! 

Manchester Lane's hospitable 
environment offers food and drink as 
the cheeky Soubrettes bring the night 
to an energetic climax! I'll have what 
they're having, thanks! Soubrettes, 
friends and variety? Give it a go-go! 



Merv Collins 




s J><*>ce Cow£oy\ 



Think of a card, any card. No, 
don't tell me what it is. It's... the Ace 
of Spades, right? No. Well, that's no 
problem because I can't read minds. I 
also can't manipulate metal, nor can 
I swallow almost two feet of steel. 
And if you should ask any reasonable, 
rational person, whether it's possible 
to insert two feet of steel into your 
esophagus — and live — they will 
probably give you the exact same answer 
that I would have given. That is, until 
I saw it with my very own eyes. 

Mind Bending does exactly what the 
title suggests — it bends your mind. 
The Space Cowboy delivers a barrage 
of mental marvels that will shatter any 
preconceptions. Some may call it magic; 
others may disbelieve — but everyone 
will agree that it is an outstanding 
evening's entertainment. Mind Bending 
is a performance that can stop your 
heart and raise a lump in your throat. 
It is an act for all ages, and one that 
you will remember for years to come. 

Umbrella Revolution, being exactly 
what anyone would picture when I 
say the words 'big top', is the perfect 
location for these unbelievable feats 
of body and mind. You can also enjoy 
premium refreshments. If you don't have 
a drink before, you may need one after. 



Ewan Gordon 
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Stephen X ^rnos 



I know this is a pretty early call, 
like announcing Geelong as Premiers 
after two matches, but Stephen K 
Amos could be the funniest bloke at 
the Comedy Festival — certainly he'd 
make the final eight. The opening night 
audience laughed non-stop through 
his one hour stand-up routine as he 
reflected on life, asked impertinent 
questions and did a devastating 'Where 
are you from?' routine. Amos' manner 
was impudent and disarming — his 
eyes and observations sparkled. 

The show was introduced by Amos' 
'father', in traditional African gown, 
speaking a native language, all wide eyes, 
chattering teeth and glottal stops. He 
gesticulates, grins wickedly and cackles 
like Desmond Tutu. An announcer 
gave us an unlikely translation of his 
tirade — very funny indeed. Amos' 
great ear for accents took us around 
the world. His New Yorkers, surprised 
South Africans (They thought he was 
there to sweep the stage.), and redneck 
Queenslanders were deadly accurate. 

Sadly, he reminded us, he never 
fulfilled his father's dream of him 
becoming a lawyer. 'Yet here I am,' 
he said, 'standing up in front of a 
roomful of strangers, telling lies!' 

'The roomful' was in the Council 
Chambers, and it was the funniest 
night there since John So announced 
he was standing for 're-erection'. The 
ornate room is a treasure, but it's too 
small for Stephen K Amos. He'll sell out 
repeatedly as word of mouth kicks in. 
He needs a bigger venue, otherwise half 
of Melbourne will miss out, and that'll 
be a pity: he's premiership material. 



Merv Collins 
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Tim Minchin 



He seems slightly deranged as he 
comes out and mimes the first song. At 
first I'm reminded of that guy who was 
found in a dripping wet dinner suit on a 
beach on the Isle of Sheppey in England 
last year. He didn't speak but allegedly 
played the mental hospital's piano like 
a virtuoso. Tim Minchin, on the other 
hand, is far from mute — he is devilishly, 
tongue-twistingly articulate. And, in 
his own words, he is So Fucking Rock. 

In his cabaret show Minchin tackles 
broad topics such as childhood obesity, 
the unlikeliness of the existence of 
genuine psychics, environmentally 
friendly supermarket bags and weird 
sexual habits. His lyrical acrobatics 
are astonishing and hilarious. While 
the show is unofficially titled So Rock, 
most of his jokes fall into the 'so wrong' 
category. For the most part I didn't 
mind his dark sense of humour, but I 
was disappointed at his frequent slips 
into the annoying Australian habit 
of making racist comments as if that 
somehow ironically combats racism. It 
doesn't, and the theory makes about as 
much sense as homoeopathy, which he 
takes great pleasure in discrediting. 

The show sagged a bit in the second 
half when he starts channelling The Two 
Ronnies, although I wonder if the rest of 
the audience took as much pleasure as I 
did in his wicked homage to TS Eliot's 
poem, The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock. 
Get in quick for your tickets — this show 
is deservedly popular and will sell out. 



Tommy T>ean 
Somewhere In between 

Before Thursday night I'd never 
sat alone in a cloakroom, let alone 
with 30 other people. However, after 
arriving at the Melbourne Town Hall 
and being ushered through to a small 
('Intimate' is the promo term, I think.) 
room with a hodgepodge of plastic 
chairs and haphazardly hung black 
curtains, I was living the dream. 

Now, I must admit I didn't know an 
awful lot about Dean before I entered 
the closet he currently occupies, but 
I did know that he was an American 
ex-patriot, a detail which I immediately 
understood and supported. This is, in 
fact, where most of his material stems 
from, and for the hour that he was on 
stage the audience was delighted to 
find his hometown derided and his 
new home lightly roasted. It is a smart 
move on any comedian's behalf to fill 
a show with compliments towards 
Australian institutions such as AFL 
(which are his young son's initials), 
state rivalry, beer and cricket. The 
cheers every time Dean mentioned 
sport or booze were testament to both 
the hilarity of his observations and the 
hard-working bar staff next door. 

From the moment Dean stepped 
onto the small stage, I was lost in 
the accent, the ease with which he 
delivered, and the playful fun poked 
at the differences between American 
and Australian culture. The fact 
that I really felt like a beer after 
the show was a happy reminder of 
the evening spent in the closet. 



Tripod in 
SeCf Saucing 



If you haven't heard of Tripod by now, 
chances are the rock or online gaming 
clan you used to hang out with know 
full well who Tripod is. Now you are left 
wondering why you are sitting at home 
sobbing while listening to Eric Carmen 
belt out All by Myself. Before you fall 
into a bottomless pit of despair, know 
that Tripod will welcome you with open 
arms at their show Tripod in Self Saucing. 

The infectious trio has managed to 
keep its comedic fashion fresh and lively 
for some time now, and Tripod in Self 
Saucing is no different. Gatesy, Scod 
and Yon manage to keep you more than 
entertained for the full hour quite easily. 
The majority of the songs performed 
will have you laughing, not in hysterics 
but in a nice steady stream of laughter. 

Generally speaking, Tripod is just 
great fun to watch. The interplay 
between Gatesy, Scod and Yon 
combined with their ability to make 
complete dicks out of themselves is 
worth the price of admission alone. 

The level of audience interaction is 
decent, and Tripod doesn't go out of its 
way to single out anyone to pick on, so 
the front row isn't such a bad place to sit. 

So if you are looking for a night 
of singing, dancing and a healthy 
dose of laughter, Tripod in Self 
Saucing will certainly deliver 
all of the above in spades. 
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Chloe Walker 



Caroline Buckle 



Paul D'Agostino 



Up There 
CaC^WiCson 



On the surface, a show about 
Australian Rules football at the 
Melbourne Comedy Festival might 
appear to be a you-can't-go-wrong 
decision. But trying to extract humour 
out of a subject that a large proportion 
of your audience is going to profess a 
profound knowledge of is a relatively 
difficult task. There is nothing worse 
than a comedian making fun of a subject 
they possess no acquaintance with, and 
Cal Wilson's show succeeds because 
beneath the veneer of ignorance at the 
heart of much of the humour lies a 
pretty keen understanding of the game. 

Wilson, a New Zealander who saw her 
first game of football in 2003, finds a 
happy medium between the potentially 
tedious extremes of dismissive T don't 
get AFL' jokes and hardcore-supporter 
anecdotes. Her affection for the game is 
evident, but she is by no means a 'tragic', 
and consequently her observations 
(many of which apply to Australian 
culture, not just Australian Rules) 
come across as both fresh and un-self- 
conscious. One or two jokes covering 
well-worn terrain droop a little, but 
Wilson is such a likeable performer 
that they can be easily overlooked. 
Much more prominent is her energetic 
style, perpetually cheerful (and cheeky) 
manner and the successful incorporation 
of audio snippets throughout — mostly 
funny musings on the game from 
fans and the odd star footballer. 

I admit, having seen her on 
'skitHOUSE' and 'Spicks and 
Specks', I went into the show already 
a little bit in love with Cal Wilson 
and came out a little bit more. 



Jonathon Rivett 



yaya Tashos is.- 
th ^connected 
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£>isco? 

You may have heard of Vaya 
Pashos before — everyone I have 
spoken to has — either through 
local radio station SYN FM or that 
annoying call you get at 8:54pm on 
Tuesday night: 'May I speak with 
the main householder please?' 

It's a typical day in the office, and 
Vaya Pashos, aka Vaya the Slayer from 
the Annihilators Team, has arrived 
with tissues, coffee, a magazine, and 
a box of Wet Ones for wiping down 
the shared headset and keyboard. 
After a year as a telemarketer, Vaya 
has ample material for a suite of bona 
fide, full-bodied satire, and it's her 
remarkable ability to parody this soul 
destroying daily charade that keeps 
the audience engaged, entertained and 
in a state of unprompted empathy. 

With the show heavily reliant on 
audio cues for outbound calls and 
postmodern thought bubbles, which 
illuminated internal narratives, the 
sound may have needed some closer 
attention. Some thought bubbles risked 
popping in thin air and awkward 
silence, before the audience was 
afforded the right to have the 'Play' 
button pressed in a timely manner. 

However, the casualness of on stage 
costume changes and a technical 
handicap seemed to appeal to a forgiving 
audience for whom casual was closely 
linked with likeable, accessible and 
humbly local. Vaya Pashos champions 
a capital L for Local content in an 
international festival. Her 2006 
festival act stations a fine example of 
ingenious hilarity that doesn't need 
to be flown in or flounced around. 



Bianca Durrant 




WEEKEND TRADE 

^eeZencCTracCe 



I 



I'm fairly new to Melbourne, 
so when I was asked to review the 
Weekend Trade show, I asked my 
friends 'Trades Hall... does this mean 
it's political?' The responses I got 
had me expecting an afternoon of 
diatribes about the subversive nature 
of political comedy, and I rocked 
up to the gig with some trepidation. 
Mental note: my friends are full of it. 

Weekend Trade is part comedy, 
part discussion forum, part intimate 
shoot-the-breeze session. With beer. 
Operating in the Trades Hall Bar, a 
panel of experts (and comedians) discuss 
a topic from various angles, inviting 
audience responses and feedback, getting 
everyone engaged in what's going on 
while — most importantly — being 
entertaining at the same time. The 
first Weekend Trade session was about 
Australian TV — why we don't watch 
local product, why it's full of reality 
shows, and what might make it better or 
more interesting; future sessions address 
things like work, technology, politics 
(yes, scary), faith and other topics. 

Political? A better description might 
be 'issues-based'; it's about questions, 
not answers, about provoking thought 
(and laughter) rather than handing 
down Holy Writ. It's not your average 
comedy show; it's like being in the pub 
on a weekend afternoon with a bunch 
of friends, talking about ideas and 
having a good time while you do so. 

It's fun, it's thought-provoking, 
it's in a bar and it's free. I reckon 
you can't go wrong trotting along 
to at least one session of Weekend 
Trade. Politics be damned. 



Patrick O'Duffy 
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<The IVrong Night 



The concept behind The Wrong 
Night is that various acts already 
performing at the Comedy Festival are 
given the opportunity to present their 
edgier, darker, more risque material 
to a late night audience. If Saturday's 
performance is anything to go by, 
however, it is more like a foul language 
gala, exhibiting mostly B -grade humour. 

The Wrong Night is held every Saturday 
night of the comedy festival and features 
different guest comedians' each week, so 



it's difficult to make definite judgements 
about its comic value. The first night, 
though, was a disappointment. Swearing 
and toilet humour can be funny, even 
hilarious, if delivered with sufficient 
cleverness and verve — Billy Connolly 
is arguably the funniest man alive and 
an ideal case in point — but they can 
just as easily fall flat and in this case 
they did. This is not to say that every 
act was of a poor standard — indeed, 
the show's main problem was the 
disparity between its best and worst. 

The opening monologue by the night's 
host, Justin Hamilton, was genuinely 
very funny and contributions by Sammy 
J and Eddie Perfect were also of a high 
standard, but they were overshadowed by 
seemingly never-ending songs involving 
bodily functions and sketches that 
seemed to have no purpose or direction. 

At its best: entertaining and 
uproariously funny. At its worst: 
almost unbearably crude. 



Jonathon Rivett 



THE CREW 

presents Instant 
Musical Odyssey 

Melbourne impro/comedy group The 
Crew celebrate their 5th birthday 
by unveiling the world premeire of 
their all new show Instant Musical 
Odyssey. 

Join The Crew as they explore the 
strange world of improvised musical 
storytelling. ..all based on audience 
suggestions! 

A different show every night! 

Four shows Only! 
Book Fast! 




'...the show to see ***.' 
The Adelaide Advertiser 

thecrew.com.au 
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ONLINE 

www.thepun.com.au 







